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CHAPTER I. 


We must not imitate the Gullibulls ^_alto- 
gcther in the profound neglect wit;4 which 
they unan^ously agreed to t^eat Clwity 
Green, as a punishment fof fer unwarrant¬ 
able desertion. 

A ftw weeki saw her very quietly esta¬ 
blished in hgr, new position: and we own 
that for a m.onth or two we should find it 
rather difficult to discern anything in hei; 
progress yhich it nould ftmhse an indif¬ 
ferent reader to recount. Hc'r manner of life 
was very slightly diversified—and this was 
its usual tenor. She arose very eafly in the 
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morning from aytbuch’ shared with Miss 
Dishnap. They/tyeatfasted together, Vith 
the invariabhi adjunct of a third , in 
the shape of^ a small hut very hj,ndsome 
jet blacK cat, with *a red collar,*sc;^led 
“ Cookey."*’ This was the sole inhabitant 
of the house during the day; which after 
breakfast they set in excellent order. It 
was, indeed, a little miracle of neatness. 
Miss Dishnap belonged to ^ cleanly genus; 
but she was remarkably so. For that 
reasou she could not bear to live in lodg¬ 
ings, Onto receive lodgers into her house, 
and kept a«little cottage entirely for her 

own use. "Kle rent indeed came exces- 

,, « 

sively bea-^T- on that account, (it was 

eighteen pounds a year) antl*the place was 

lonely. But Miss Dishnap liad no move- 

able property of any value, feared no 

robbers;.and she said that the difference of 
<* ■ 

a few pounds p5r annum was aujply made 
up by “.having one’s own house to one’s self.” 
She could indulge her passion for cleanliness 
without disturbaipce;.^aird. accordingly she 
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truly boasted that you c^d eat your dinner 
v^thout disgust from h^floors. 

breaJifast and a ^prbjshing of every¬ 
thing which, however slightly, ifeeded it, 
Jligg^ishnap carefully ’ locked lier liouse 
up, and off the two trudged, wet or dry, to 
the bazaar. There they spent the remsEinder 
of the day, each engaged in her occupation, 
often silent, but always in a good humgpr 
with one another, an<i apparently with the 
world in general. In fact, they knew but 
little of its concerns. Neither of them ever 

*t 

read a newspaper, and had scaWely an 
acquaintsjnce between them^ 

Miss Dishnap’s idea of 'IJfo, indeed, pre¬ 
vented her from taking any very lively 
interest in itA transactions. She lived be¬ 
cause she did not die—not that she wished 
the prolongation of her existence. The mis¬ 
fortunes of her youth had aoted on.her whole 
career certain acids act on substances, 
depriving them of colour, and rendering 
them incapable of ever receiving any. The 
only subject whicir s^me4 dow to have much 
■ B 2 
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interest for her,^ms religion. Like most 
persons of strong ^ling assailed by misfdi’- 
tune, Miss^Disl^^felt the neai pf copecTa- 
tion and assupance.. She had bcQOine a 
Puseyite, not finding those quaUties *jr!ji(4;he 
routine and formal observances of the An¬ 
glican church, or in its dubious and specu¬ 
lative teaching. Thence she passed without 
UMjch difficulty with a favourite teacher over 
to the Roman-catholitt cerei:gonial, and fre¬ 
quented the chapel of the Oratory, largely 
imbibed the doctrines therein promulgated 
with so much warmth and eloquence, and 
exerted all the ^leal of a proselyt«. to bring 
Charity into tSe'^rae opinions. 

And what was Charity’s religion ? She 
would have been puzzled totfescribe it in 
tiie formula of any catechism? • She was a 
Christian in heart and soul, and-'it is there¬ 
fore probable tJ}Jit she was unfitted to be of 
any sect in particular. Her fathep was by 
educatian a protestant, but < in practice a 
freethinker, of so extensive a liberality, 
that he nWer attemptg^To bias his child’s 
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mind even to his own Iwittidinarian princi¬ 
ples. Her mother, welli^ very rai'ely "to 
dTiH-oii ,• sJie* was in gtf^etal wry, badly 
dressed, so that, the beadle, always placed 
h«f*^th tlio few paupers w|io thought it 
worth their while to enter a building ob¬ 
viously intended 4)nly for smart people, who 
could alford to Jteep pews. Mrs. Green 
could not digest such treatment, and 
left olf attending chTirch almost entirely. 
]\Irs. Gullibull ivent to church whenever she 
had a grand new gown, or gorgeous para- 
sol, to disjday. But she was often ill on 
a Sundaf*. We cannot tlierefore say that 
Charity was •very, deeji, in controversial 
divii^ity of any sort. But she ivas gentle, 
obliging, and‘tractable, and wilUngly accom¬ 
panied Mis§ l)ishnap on her devotional ex¬ 
cursions. 

She was not, indeed, like>lier companion, 
reward(^i with a full meed of consolatioii 
and hope. Miss Dishnap derived arjierpetual 
comfort from the authoritative teaching of 
her pastors, whic>‘<'4nfoitoed her that she 
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should certainly•Tijoin her departed lov^ 
in* a place of etv^l bliss. For with her 
convictio{i*of Ms/aftnost superiCuma?i iSxcd- 
lencies, she could not doubt he was in 
heaven, if any heaven existed! • She^c?^d 
to suj)ject her mind to the influences of 
ceremonial observance and solemnities, that 
she, might more undoubtingly credit this 
bSSmtiful vision of a futurity which was so 
amply to repay her suffering in the dark 
isle of time. There ivas no asperity in 
Miss Dishnaj)’s grief; she had no cause 
for any; she was not deserted, not mal¬ 
treated by her^ lower; his dying •‘thoughts 
and dying prayese were hers. She did 
not then well understand why Chaiuty’s 
sorrows were Jess curable than^her own, but 
prescribed the same remedies as if to the 
same disease. 

WhereaS it was, thus with Charity, that 
‘every word of doctrine which denounced the 
punishmdftts of the wicked and the rewards 
of the good, deepened the_^ isolation of her 
heart. Without tBe sfl^iiptest tinge of riia- 
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limant feeling in all nature, still she 
Mt that she was wronged; and that if ever 
she'herself afthieved thewva;]^*to hpav^n, she 
could scarcely Jiope that, the * worldly, 
scl«iffiiug, fijid heartless man ^heliad loved, 
would he permitted to enter it too. This 
troubled her—she knew not well why, nor 
why she should sjill continue to .grieve ovm* 
his infidelity, and expect the news of his" 
marriage as •a calafaity. Never more, 
indeed, could she be anytliffcg to him—but 
it troubled her. 

However, she continued to accompany 
Miss Disi^nap to her church ‘^ith the same 
patient resigniition with which she listened 
to the oft-repeated story of her youthful 
love, and heafd the young surgeon's musical 
box (whiclT he had left as a legacy to his 
beti’othed) play through its string of. Irish 
melodies a hundred times a jjay. .There was 
one in Especial of which he had been vary, 
fond, and Miss Dishnap set it so .freqpiently 
to work, that Charity, with all her patience 
•and sympathy, wag^rerji weary of it. 
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The industry which she had calculated 
to earn her brea<d{ meanwhile, yielded not 
very j^romisin^ results. Without ofietCEry, 
though Ve ^re a littlg partial to her, 
Charlty’s'lace was wrought as finely tfts^the 
finest of foreign fabric. She had a natural 
taste*^ and elegance in it., But she was too 
conscientious to assure purchasers that it 
■Njjis made abroad, and consequently either 
it did not sell, or ^old at /inferior prices. 
Still, by living very moderately indeed (for 
she had scarcely enough to eat), she 
managM to fulfil her part of the contract. 
At least, she‘onjy^ fell into arrears twice in 
the first seven Weeks—once tp the extent of 
two shillings and threepence, and ^ain, 
about sixpence halfpenny. These calcula¬ 
tions may seem very trivial anti‘unworthy of 
consideration to the reader, but they were 
matters of the^deepest anxiety to Charity 
Green. 

The benevolent old maid vath whom she 
lived was very far from proving an exacting ' 
creditor j but; she«had«^4oo much delicacy 
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to wish to force an aid^u] 1 on her young 

friend which she saw shejvas disinclined tcv 

acce|/t?-^(i a* very narrcav i^rgin indeed 

remained to lierse^f to be charitabfe upon, 

abov#>»’iler own necessities. It is n(? wonder, 

therefore, that the young luce-woman, half- 

starved and worked to death, and shu? up 

in the close atmos])here of a bazaar, was 
• * • 
looking anything but her best,^ when p 

visitor one day, sui'prii^d her with his pre¬ 
sence. 

It was no less a personage than Mr. Bag- 
shawe, the retired attorney. Charity beheld 
him long Ijgfore he saw her^ ^n’eting among 
the stalls, as .^f in search* of something. 
She had not the vanity to think it could 
possibly be hertelf. She had scarcely ever 
thought of Wfii, except to conclude that he 
had forgotten her, like the rest of her rich 
former friends. On the contrary, his sal¬ 
low couStenance really fighted up with 
pleasure when,he recognised herj-Jie even 
seemed affected. She looked much paler 
and thinner certainly^^sin«e his first obser- 



10 


THE GOSH-WOKSniPPERS: 


•vations were to teiat effect. He shook her 
Jiand with a kind jof fervour, and with some 
agita,tioo, explai»ed that hef ])ad*»i9t^eeu 
able to find out where shf was, or she would 
have seen him much sooner. Jllcr and 
friends seemed ignorant of her place of re¬ 
tirement. Midas said .she had gone into 
the country for the benefit of her health. He 
■•men expressed an opinion that she liad a 
sweetheart where slle was gone, wliora slie 
intended to marry! Mr. Bagshawc had only, 
accidentally, learned that morning from Al¬ 
derman Crullibull Avhere sUe was, and had 
hastened to'-pa^^ his respects, an (h inquire if 
he could be of any service to her ? 

There was so much interest and kindness 
in the manner of this usually i)cevish and 
snappish valetudinary, that Charity was af¬ 
fected—affected even to tears. To hide 
these, she int^duced Mr. Bagshawe to Miss 
Dishnap, with whom he speedily entered 
into conversation. Charity was rather sur¬ 
prised to observe how chatty and agreeable 
he could make hifnselfjvhen he chose; and 
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' ^0 skilfully extracted information about 
how and where they liYe<J^ without showing' 
any ihdwCreet‘curiosity, ifjalr'the soothing 
thought occurred t« her that Mrs. cfullibull 
still took sufficient interest in Jier to send 
him for tlie purpose. 

When Eagshawa had apparently ascer¬ 
tained a§ much as, he deemed necessary on 
these points, he veiy politely askod if the 
ladies had dined<? Now* Miss Dishnap had 
dined—that is to say, she had eaten half a 
cold mutton clior) and some bread at one 

A. 

o’clock. Ai d so had Charity dined, osten¬ 
sibly—that,is to say, she hoil^one out of the 
bazaar, eaten » penny roll, and came back 
trying, to look as much as possible like a 
person that has dined. But Miss Dishnap’s 
penetration was not so easily deceived,- hav¬ 
ing had many g banyan day of her own in 
her time. IShe therefore took upon her, at 
a very slight stretch of conscience, to reply 
that Miss Green had not yet dined, but 
that there was a capital ordinary at one 
o’clock, kept at the vefy tdp of the building 
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for the use of the inliahitants, where, she 
.supposed, she meant to dine. 

“ Tlien rihgocwitli lier. ’You’^fctrfeat an 
old frie'nd to, a feed, won’t you ?” said Mr. 
Bagshawe. “ And I supjwse we Iiaye no 
time to lose, for it is lialf-past two now. 
The truth is, I don’t know of a good eating- 
house in the neighbourhood, unless one 
<went to the expense of an hotel—and that 
won’t do tliese liard' tiines.’t 

The question being put in this manner. 
Charity felt she could not refuse, without 
mucli incivility, to give Mr. Bagshawe “ a 
feed;” She concluded, of course, that it 
was only a form for an invitation, and— 
and—if we must own the ti’utii—sjie was 
hungry, and the prosjiect of* a good dirmer 
was not without its charms.* ‘The days of 
romance are indeed completely over in all 
matters .-relati’ng to the stomach, but we 
hope we rather enhance than ‘ diminish 
Charity'^a claim on the respeet of the reader 
when we acknowledge she was subject to 
every human infirmity, and among the rest 
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to a good ajipetite. Tlgj more honour, 
therefore, to her that she j^eferred to starve, 
indepen^ptl^jr and with sptfit,.4han to flou¬ 
rish in jdenty at the j»rice of degradation 
in feeling and loss of self-respect! 

Miss Dishnap engaged to take care of 
her friend’s part of tlie stall till she*re- 
turned, which was a reciprocal custom of 
great mu’tual convenience, established ever 
since they had, fraterwised, or soronsed, 
to coin a proper feminine word for the 
occasion. Accordingly, Charity and Mr. 
Bagshawe ascended to the spaciouS' loft 
which ser\jcd the bazaar for • an eating 
house, the latter very kindly tendering his 
arm to escort her. Charity, with her 
usual simplicity of kindness, pointed out 
whatever she»tiiought might interest him. 
She showed him a wonderful exhibition 
through magnifying glasses, ^beloQging to 
an ingenious Frenchman -v^o had obtained 
the sobriquet ^in the bazaar o£ “ Don 
Felix,” from his gay mercurial brightness 
of character. Charit^t ws^ greatly pleased 
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to be able to ajitonish Mr. Bagsbawe with 
uitelligence, thaVwhat he took to be s'orae 
vast unknown species of lobster,^ was in 
reality merely a magnified flea! “The 
whole •Rorld looks through glasses like 
these, sometimes,” said Mr. Bagshawe, with 
a Smile that had in it but little of its 

r* 

accustomed cynical bitterness of expres¬ 
sion. 

The eating-room of the bazaar was a 
most extensive apartment, almost as large 
as the entire roof of the building, for it was 
not divided by partitions. The walls were 
simply bare-bricks whitewashed;^and nume¬ 
rous wooden tables, with benches, accom- 
« *' 

modated the guests. The principal dinner- 
hour was now passed, and there were but 
very few guests in the apartment. But Mr. 
Bagshawe seemed not desirous of cultiva¬ 
ting any, intimacy with this scattered rem¬ 
nant. Under pretence that the* smell of 
the hot, meats made him faint, he drew 
a table and bench to a remote window in. 
the chamber, an(}, tl^nce issued his orders 
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to the waiter. He desired, him to furnish 
the* best viands in rea(^e*ss, and eveu. 
startled tj^e o^cial by inqjpiriHg if he had 
any champagne! Bottled ale Avas, h<«wever, 
the utmost the cellars of that vasrt garret 
afforded. But Mr. Bagshawe declared he 
should be sure to be ill, if he had not at 
least one glass of sherry to his meal, and 
bribed thh waiter to go for a bottle of th*e 
best to some neighbouring tavern. 

Charity was somewhat surprised at all 
this. She had a dim idea, it is true, that 
she was rather a favourite with the old gen¬ 
tleman, but thouaht she was so «on account 
of her connexion with the Cullibulls. And 
now that she was turned* but, and repu¬ 
diated by the entire family! it puzzled her. 
Meanwhile the^oast beef, though stewed as 
well as roasted on the stoves, and the York¬ 
shire pudding, were very appetizing. The 
unexpected kindness and hiotice taken of 
her elevated her spirits. She J^ad not 
tasted wine for a long time, and the glass 
of sherry which Bagshawe; insisted on her 
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drinking at oncp warmed her heart, and 
^kindled a very fanciful idea in her head. 
Had Midas -rep.ented of his uryustifiable 
desertion, and sent his godfather to mediate 
a reconciliation? 

Mr. Bagshawe seemed at least to enjoy 
his'Companion’s appetite, thongli he himself 
ate more than he usually considered good, 
ih his weak state of health, unless of the 
most inviting viands. But Charity’s hopes 
were destined to be speedily dispelled. 

“ Well, Chary,” he said, with a smile, 
“ I am glad to see you are in good health, 
and fthat yau enjoy your independent life 
so much! I ani pleased with myself for 
having had something to do in it. You 
remember it was I told ynu about that 
letter which my godson squeez^id into Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s hand ? I knew you would not 
like thaf; so I told it you on purpose.” 

Charity was much more surprised than 
delighted with this abrupt intimation ; she 
had no idea that Mr. Bagshawe suspected 
there was more than the ordinary con- 
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nc«ion of their relationship hetiveen herself 
and Midas. 

“ I dhn’f know wliat you sliouldJ;lllnl£ l 
had to do witli that, sir?’’ shh sakl, with a 
strange quivering of hope and fear which 
scarcely pleased ]\Ir. Bagshawe. 

“Nonsense!” h5 replied, with his cus¬ 
tomary cnappishness. “ Don’t try that 
dodge on me! I am tqo old a sfager. I 
used to see him courting you, in his way, 
on the sly—and so much on the sly, that I 
saw he was a humbug. I have watched 
him from his childhood: I an* not ^o be 
deceived: Reside, I am a bilious old wretch, 
and susi)cct evdbybody. bhiade him write 
you that promise, by telling him I had dis¬ 
covered his secret, and that I should be 
seriously offended if he did not at once show 
that his views were honourable. I don’t 
like flirta^iions between peo>pl(? that live in 
the same house. I promised to break the 
matter to his father, too—and I can’t but 
"think, now,—against your kind lover’s will, 
for he never claimed my promise—just the 

VOL. III. c 
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contrary. Her was always giving me ?i 3 a- 
sons for delay. 1 don’t like long engago- 
mente-^they''always end m iio'rfiing, or 
worse. «Pat,' to tell you tlie truth, I was 
in no hurry to push the matter on myself. 
I did not think a girl of your kindness and 
generosity of dispositiou could have been 
happy with such a felkw. Still ..you Averc 
the best judge, I ^thouglit. HoAvever, at 
last it exceeded my pat’ience, especially 
when I saAv that he was courting another 
woman—that shining piece of gossamer, 
Mrs. Sparldeton! And now he tells me, 
you never hij-d any sincere ddection for 
him; that it Avas only for his money—that 
your temper is intolerably bad—that 3 'ou 
are consumptive, and I don’t knoAv Avhat 
all!—This beats me; I didn’t think you 
were so much after money! But noAv, if 
you do want Ids money, and not himself, 
I can put you in a way to get it, and Avill. 
That’s what I came to say P’ 

And Mr. Bagshawe swallowed a second 
glass of sherry witH violence. 
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“ I do not want his money, sir,” said 
Charity, quite aghast, And resigning the? 
monient 4 fy.coftplexion leftt her by ejccite- 
ment. “ I do not want his, money—nor 
himself. I have told him so.” , 

“ Don’t keep secrets with me, Char;^! I 
appoint myself yojir legal adviser—your 
attorney—and I c^'C a great deal more for 
you than for my godson,” said Mr. Bag- 
shawc, with warmth. * “ In fact, I have 
despised him from his cradle; he was a 
curmudgeon when a baby. I shall honour 
you if you have the spirit to take 
your reveage!—and if yo.uill \)ring ^our 
action against Jiim, Til bp. at all the ex¬ 
pense of the prosecution, and will wager 
all I possess /ou recover seven or eight 
hundred pounHs!—Don’t answer in a hurry. 
We’ll have some strawberries with our 
wine. It’s a nice, cooling fruit.” 

Charity’s distress of mind at this unex¬ 
pected proposal was very evident; but 
•she tried to answer calmly. “I do not 
know, sir, why you shoiild’come to me with 
c 2 
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such an offer.- I refused three hundred 
pounds, which he offered me himself. I am 
not in'^want-'ot. money—and-it.'I were 
starving,^! would not talre his.” 

“ I hope you are not in want of money 
indeed, or who is to ]»ay for our dinner 
and sherry?” said Mr.'Bagsliawe, with a 
guim smile. “ But I didn’t ki^ow you 
were in a condition to refuse eight hundred 
pounds ? Do you really do -such a flourish¬ 
ing business down below?—I’ll bet any 
money now you don’t have a dinner every 
day?—I don’t say a good one, for that is 
impossible in this ])lace—but lUiy dinner 
at all?” 

“ Mr. Bagshawe!—I thought you came 
as a friend, and not to insult my poverty!” 
said Charity, with tliick-gushihg tears. 

“ And so I do, my dear girl! But it is 
fit you ‘should fake some revenge on the 
fellow. Come, you are not altogether made 
of milk. *“ ¥011 can only reach him through 
his money — he cares for nothing else in 
reality. He medns to marry Mrs. Sparkle- 
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ton, if he can get her. Perhaps he can’t, 
hut that’s no merit of hiis; so you owe hin> 
no forb^aranc*. You can’t .Jose syiyjliing, 
because, as I said,, I will be .at alP the ex¬ 
pense. I’ll find you lawyers,,money, and 
everything! or rather money will find you 
everything. It ivijl buy everything that is 
worth having in this world I” 

“ Why, sir,” said Charity, with great 
earnestness, entirely neglecting the main 
point, so far as regarded herself in this dis¬ 
sertation, “ I thought you were very fond 
of him?” 

“ I fond, of him I—Pho^, how eould* I be 
fond of him ? J’ll defy hi^ own mother to 
be so!—Chary,” continued Mr. Bagshawe, 
with special v6hemcnce, “ I don’t believe 
you were evei*fond of him yourself. I know 
women always fancy they are in love, if a man 
pays them any little attentioji—especially 
if he’s tlfe first. But I don’t believe you 
ever cared much for him! Now-dtd you ?” 

“ I—I don’t care so much for him as I 
did!” said Charity, with ‘hesitation. I 
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don’t desire or intend ever to see Ij-im 
'^again. But that‘"is of no consequence to 
any Qiie*but nlys6If.” 

“ There yeu are mistaken! You really 
are !” said < Mr. Bagshawe, eagerly. “ I 
don’t mind if I mention, that if ever I cared 
•for Midas at all, it wag' on your account. 
I /;are for you a very great deal! ,I did not 
know how much, until I lost sight of you 
the other day, and thoughtf it might be for 
ever! I should not even like to die unless 
you were somewhere near me! You have 
such a soft hand and a gentle voice! I 
want some onejto close my eyes .gently, and 
to be sorry when I am gone-*-and not to let 
them break my knees to make me a shapely 
corpse!” 

“ Oh,” said Charity, surprised at the 
vehemence with which he spoke, and the 
colour w‘hich "flushed his pale complexion, 
“ Oh, why should you talk so! You look 
less like dying than ever, sir!” 

“ Well, Chary, I do believe — I begin’ 
to believe, that is*; —after all, my dis- 
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ease of the heart may he only what they 
tel! me it is, a disorderjid digestion!” he, 
replied, ,with increasing e»ietgy. “ Above 
all things they recommend me tilieerful 
society—but I can’t find any. Those that- 
pretend to be so are only drunk, or foolish, 
or laughing at soyiething that don’t ^eem 
at all funny to me. I want some one to 
make me a cheerful home. I’ve tried house- 
keepers. The^ don’t? do. They never 
understand Avhat one wants. I want a wife, 
I think! Midas has behaved to you shame¬ 
fully—but you won’t bring your action. 
You can’t,^ live on air! A^d—if you’ll 
marry me—yoy^ will have ^no occasion! I 
have 17,000/. in the funds—and I’ll marry 
you, if you’ll ntarry me!” 

Mr. BagslmVe Avas silent, and as confused 
and agitated as if he had asked leav'e to eat 
the young girl instead of ^o marry her. 
And ClArity was so utterly amazed that 
she could not believe in the infiaimation of 
her senses, and stared with incredulous 
astonishment at the retired attorney. 
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“ I don’t see, sir,” she faltered out at last, 

I* 

“ I don’t see why you should make such a 
joke of me! 1 do9,’t deserve it!” . 

_ t* • * f ^ 

“ Upen my life and honour, there is no 
joke at aK in tliematter!” replied Mr. Bag- 
shawe, resuming energy. “ 1 really am not 
such a hard old stick as people suppose. I 
marked you all along. Chary; and though 
you were such a quiet, submissive victim, I 
always saw that you had inind and heart 
far suj)erior to your tormcntoi’s. But I 
knew I was an old fellow, and I thought you 
would'be happier perhaps with a young one. 
But which "Is truepins after all? Yes, I 
would have left you my property, if you 
had married Midas: I won’t leave him a 
single shilling as it is!” 

“ Oh, Mr. Bagshawe, I hope you are not in 
earnest!—after feeding him so long with 
expectatipns!’’remonstrated Charity. 

“ Pray, howlofig did he feed yod? And 
it was on ypur account I fed him,” replied 
Mr, Bagshawe. “Pm quite in earnest, I 
assure you ! He flame to me this morning 
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and wanted me to lend his father four thou¬ 
sand pounds—to pay up ^me railway calls,. 
I supposoi J5ui I know beiter! I ^old him 
to lend them to h^s father himsel^^r he 
has seven thousand i)ounds of his *OAvn. I 
know that, for I examined the titles of a 
mortgage he lent ^t on. I did it gratis. 
That’s why he employed me. And then he 
had the impudence to tell me he could not, 
as he should be ^t suclt an expense in his 
marriage with this Mrs. Sparkleton—which 
is to come olF directly. Hut I set up my 
back firmly, for I have already lenl the 
alderman ^,300/. merely ^yn *an I.O.U. 
(that bears no interest, you* know.) The 
son don’t know of that—but I know that if 
his father has Confessed to any degree of 
embarrassmeni*to him, there is a great deal 
more under the rose. Then as to his use 
for his own money, I told hipi he. should 
marry a (5ieaj)er wife—thaJ he should have 
kept his word with you. And tkeRAie abused 
you so that I got out of all patience, and 
told, him plainly he wa* a ecamp, and that 
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I would not lend his father a farthing w^ile 

'he himself had airj'thing to lend!” 

“ phased n>e?*’ said Chari>ty,,w^h quick- 

fallinglfears., “ What (vnild he say against 

me? Tfie ^vorst he knows of me is, that I 

had once the folly to love him.” 

“Pooh! you never loved liiui; you only 

fancied you did; and tl]|e best revenge you 

can take, is to take me!” said Mr. Bag- 

shawe, with an eafnestnesfi wliicli did not 

allow Charity any longer to imagine him in 

jest. “ I have seventeen thousand pounds 
<> 

in the funds, besides oti;er little things— 

and 'if you wil] marry me, it fiball be all 
*• 

yours. PlI settle it all upon you when I 
die; for there is no one in tlie whole world, 
friends and relations all of a lump, I love 
or like but you! Come—^sAy the word! 
I'll get a licence directly—and that will vex 
him every w»y!” 

When people that are naturally cold get 
warm, they ure almost certain to blaze. 

“ But I do not want to vex him, sir,” said' 
Charity, equally'vexed and confused. “ I 
do not intend ever to marry any one.” 
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i‘ Don’t talk such nonsense! You can’t 
intend 'to be a nun or q, dreary old maid!” • 
returned«*Mr. Bagshawe. •“•And hojs are 
you to live? You Avill soon. get^1:ired of 
sewing samplers for bread! It’s all very 
well for amusement. Now, if you’ll marry 
me, I’ll take such » jiretty cottage for you 
—say, qt Dulwich—with a garden and 
everything, and the walks all done round 
with pretty cockleshells. I’ll never tease 
you to learn French and play the piano. 
You are accomplished enough for mej and 
I used to like your queer bird-like singing 
when you Vfere not thinking mnybody heard 
you, far better Mian any o^ their grand fal- 
de-rals of operas. Look here!—I prefer 
you a million^*times to Mrs. Sparkleton! 
It is not every one would say that. And 
you shall have the old lady you keep the 
stall witl^ to live with you. She shall have 
fifty pounds a year, and live with you like 
a lady. And if you consentTl'don’t want 
’you to bring your action against Midas. 
Let him marry whom’he’pleases—I shall 
Save the better bargain, if he married 
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Helen of Troy—for I should have a |rue 
and affectionate Ifcart to love me!” 

Qiarity wae Struck duiiA mtH mingled 
pain ^d admiration • at this generous 
proffer. S^e had tasted poverty—^the offer 
was most advantageous in every worldly 
sense. She Avas without protection — a 
friendless orphan, alnjost alone_ in the 
world. ,She had ahvays experienced kind¬ 
ness and attention ‘from Ms’. BagshaAve. It 
would certainly he a complete rev’enge on 
Midas, to marry his godfather, and inlierit 

c 

the wealth he had so securely calculated on. 

Buf’she felt that she could not,‘he tlie wife 
( 

of another, conscientiously { her heart was 
smitten to the core, and the Avound had only 
closed on the surface. We are not quite 
, sure that the pale and meagrd aspect of her 
new admirer did not rather assist in form¬ 
ing her* disirterested resolve. But certain 
we are that she very modestly and grate¬ 
fully, hut-tdfh a decision -^that Bagshawe 
had never yet observed in her manner,' 
declined the offelt. 



OE, THE DATS WIV LIVE IN. 


29. 


ly^r. Bagsliawe, however, was not so much 
discouraged with this ifrst negative as 
Charity Q?:pectad. Siie had*so mucl^ re- 
luctaiice naturally io oiFcnd, .or hftrt the 
feelings of any one, that jierhaj^^ slic made 
her rejoinder too gratefully, too modestly. 
He told her lie would give her time to con¬ 
sider,—to consult Iny* friend. Miss Dishnap, 
“ And be sure and tell her tliat you will 
make a home for^ier as fong as she lives, if 
she takes my side of the question. But 
you may tell her, too, if you like, that if 
you will not mai’ry me, you are worth eight 
hundred poujids any day yoijdike to efiter 
your action. Or,,stay,—I’ll ynter it for you ; 
I am out of all patience; I’ll set about it at 
once.” 

“ You canndt, sir—it will be of no use; 
1 have surrendei’ed to him all my papers 
and proofs of every sort,” ssdd Oharity, 
sedately. 

“You have!—you soft-cake7^_^ou!—you 

-^but, no; you are not a fool, because I 

know you will marry irte sbme day! But 
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how could you be so simple?’ exclaimed^the 
retired attorney. What an excellent case! 
whaj fine damages! cast to'the.wtjids.” 

He'Vould have ejaculated much more, 
but as iittje expressive of approbation at, 
her proceedings, if Miss Dishnap, surprised 
at her friend’s long dela^, had not made her 
appearance to inquire ^the reason. Bag- 
shawe’s .arrival had apparently brought 
some luck, for Miss Dishr.ap handed over 
to Charity a couple of sovereigns for a lace 
veil she had just sold, apologising for her 
intrusion. Charity could not forbear hold¬ 
ing them out to Mr. Bagshawe,.and inquir¬ 
ing, with a flqsli of honest jiride, whether 
he thought now that she was likely to 
starve ? 

“You owe nearly one oi' them for our 
dinner; Miss Dishnap, I call you to witness 
she p;:omised. me a treat,” said Bagshawe, 
abruptly clenching Charity’s hand, as if to 
take the oeKs“from it. “ Miss Dishnap, she 
might have seventeen thousand of these 
things, if she tkould. I am an attorney, 
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an(i I am going to compromise myself—I 
will tell you how.” 

The (lijiiiig-i'eoms were liow entirely de¬ 
serted, save by one.or two attendants, who 
were busied in washing disjjes in the 
scullery. Mr. Bagshawe accordingly found 
himself at liberty .to endeavour to enlist 
Miss Dishnap in hig favour; which he did 
in a very eloquent harangue on. the ad¬ 
vantages of the* match* he proposed. At 
least she listened with the greatest gravity 
and attention; but with regard to the pro- 
position relating to herself, she declared 
that alths^figh she shouy. prefer Miss 
Green’s compaiiy to any^jjther, she had 
determined never to relinquish an inde¬ 
pendent position. She had suffered too 
much, she safd, with a sigh, from listening 
to good advice about the necessity of hav¬ 
ing a good income to live on^ and* a good 
house to live in, to desire either. This 
gave Charity courage to repeat her nega- 
'tive; and finally, Mr. Bagshawe went off, 
in high dudgeon appareiltly, and leaving 
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Cliarity in some doubt whether he had liot 
intended to make^lier a wedding portion of 
danmgj^ before ^le marrieef" her. ' He even 
paid ford^he dinner out "of one of her sove¬ 
reigns, and* wrapped up tlie clxangc lie gave 
lieij in a bit of paper, with a satirical smile, 
before he retired. It iS true that Charity 
feiind the wrapper to be a bank-note for 
fifty poifnds; but ^he took care to restore 
it to him by post the same* evening. 
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CHATTEli II. 

Mrs. SPARKLETpN grew daily more and 
more embarrassed in her affairs, persctnal 
and pecuniary. Even tliose jiatient and 
much-enduring animals, tradesmen, began 
to get imp^i’tunate. Mrs. Sparlcleton’had 
repeatedly borrowed mon^ to discharge 
her dressmaker’s bill; but somehow or 
other, sometliiRg always came in' the 
way, and diverted the dedicated sums to 
different uses. A new equipage, a bracelet 
set in some particularly “ swaet” manner, 
a stock o^rare plants for her greenhouse— 
anything, almost, was suffioierit to claim 
priority of attention to the claims of mere 
justice -or prudence. She* was also very 
" VOL. III. D 
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often generous, in preference to exercising 
either of the jfhove virtues; for Mrs. 
SpajiJ^ton put little vaiue. oj; money, 
excepwitg when she. wanted it. Any 
begging-letter impostor who could write at 
all affectingly, might almost calculate on a 
sovereign in reply, unless she happened to 
fiorget the applicatioi\ between receiving 
and gnanting it. But now even her 
milliner—a polished Parisian, quite aware 
ol* the rudeness of asking to be paid at all— 
wrote her pretty sharp dunning notes, every 
time she ^sent to order a bonnet, or any 
other little n^ssary. 

Mrs. Sparkl§ton also began to feel herself 
entangled in a more dangerous position 
with her friend’s husband, than she had 
speculated upon when she' bommenced the 
divertisement. She had intended (we be¬ 
lieve) \o amuse herself and vex Lady Fitz- 
hauton, but not to get herself into a scrape— 
not to com'^mise herself.- More powerful 
passions had, however, come into play, tha*! 
had been at fir^t iftvoked, or than it became 
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a woman of fashion, moving in the best 
society, to feel. It is ^ite a mistake to 
imagine ^sit passions perish, in those Jiigh 
spheres, like flames ^n the chiH atmlfepheres 
above our own. There is a gpott deal of 
human feeling remaining among well-bred 
people, in spite of ejmry eftbrt of education, 
and the frowns of ^society. A light flirta¬ 
tion and rivalry had deepened into Jove and 
jealousy, and Mi;s. Spafkleton daily found 
Lord Fitzhauton’s importunities and passion 
become more dangerous, because she her¬ 
self shared the feelings she had kindled. 

He was dangerous in another sense ’too. 

• • • 

Ilis haughty tyid self-willed disposition 
made him almost as careless of appearances, 
as Mrs. Sparkleton was studious of them. 
He really hegie*cted his wife indecorously; 
not in the usual way, but so markedly, that 
it is no great wonder the soothing attentions 
of Lord l5eville became quite necessary to 
her comfort. Mrs. Sparkkrton, on the 
aontrary, was obliged repeatedly to remon¬ 
strate with him on the excess of his polite- 
D 2 
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ness to herself. He haunted her in the 
, Parks; he was alv?;ays in her Opera-box; he 
would ^w.-th nobody^ elseji she was 
alarmei^to hear that ^he was always his 
toast ai men parties. He was always 
sneering at Midas, and playing at cross 
purposes with him, so^ that the original 

dislike between them had ripened into a 

<1^ 

very passable hatred for an age of Avhite 
waistcoats, which neither^ loves nor hates 
with the good old fervour eulogised by that 
rough old moralist, Dr. Johnson. With 
Lord Deville he had also grown very cold 
and .distant. „ Lady Fitzbauton flattered 
herself—and did cvci’ything to confirm the 
notion—that it was because he perceived 
his lordship was dotingly Li love with her. 
But Fitzhauton did not belidAVJ in that at all. 
A blinder passion persuaded him—and cer¬ 
tainly Devijle did what he could to confirm 
the impression', whenever he had an oppor¬ 
tunity—that, the latter had now applied 
himself in real earnest to win Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton. It seemed so natural and feasible an 
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alliance, that Fitzhauton could not persuade 
himself there was no feaf’of its happening, 
cspeciall;^as Mrs. Sparkleft)a conti»u^ to 


distract the public attenti 9 n,. b^^howing 
the viscount marks of what diplcynatists call, 


in their cautious way, tlie highest considera¬ 


tion. 


On the other hai^d, tlie , military peer hq,d 
engaged Mrs. Sparkleton in a private corres¬ 
pondence—which, judiciously managed, soon 
becomes a secret one. She was obliged to 
remonstrate with him hot unfrcquently on 
his behaviour to her in public, which threat- 
ened to compromise her. Apd althouglf she 
very virtuously j’efused, at ^ first, to receive 
any private communication from Fitzhauton, 
she could not rdfuse to receive the apologies 
and promises* fie returned to her own little 
complaining billets. It was necessary to 
write, because she thought^ slie coaid rate 
him more severely with her pen than with 
her tongue. Her eyes always took her 
Antagonist’s part in a personal controversy, 
and the correspondence b&gan most deco- 
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rously. Mrs. Sparkleton wrote in a grfat 
.^passion, to tell liis^-^ordship that if he per- 
sistej[ in leaving "his wife’s box ariji coming 
round tt^^hers. the moment she appeared, she 
should be 'Qbliged to give up the theatre 
altogether. The first interchange of epistles 
began with “Mj' lord,’,’ and “Dear Mrs. 
Sparkleton;” and, after passing througli ail 
proper gi-adations, landed in “ My dear 
Fitzhauton,” and “My dear'est Geraldine.” 
liemonstrance and blame—apologies and 
complaints — had gradually changed into 
passionate entreaties, attractive denials, 
lamentations against destiny, ydld hopes, 

•t 

and despairs, projects, and abandonments 
of the same, promises, plights—and, finally,, 
a confession of mutual and 'J)assionate Iove> 
which Mrs. Sparkleton, witb" great solem¬ 
nity, declared must continue hopeless, but 
acknowledged could only cease with their 
mutual existence! 

After this uvowal, extorted amidst the 
gaiety and intoxication of flowers and" 
music and passion at a ball where Lady 
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Fitjhautoni danced all her partners out, 
including even Viscount Baville, who danced 
so equahljf, thaWery rarely indeed he 
to he fatigued with ihe exercise: a^r this 
avowal, we say, Mrs. Sparldeton fgw the abso¬ 
lute necessity of shunning farther intercourse 
with the impetuous Jover who had won it 
from her—only sh§ could not prevail op 
herself to do so. Love and vanity would 
not suffer it, not •to mention jealousy, that 
firmly interposed her veto, representing that 
Lady Fitzhauton might possibly be rein¬ 
stated, by tco much coldness on her rival’s 
part, in all IJjer rights as a Ayfe- 

Yet Mrs. Sparkleton ^as sitting at 
breakfast, on a certain morning towards 
the close of the* season, with a billet from 
Lord Fitzhauton lying unopened on the 
table. Matters of more pressing import 
absorbed her attention. She was trying to 
make out. the meaning of the Kaiiway 
Share List, which was openr*in her hand. 
Lawless had only just gone away, in his 
barouche, and he had bdfen \o show to Mrs. 
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Sparkleton how a sudden and most unpx- 
‘^’pected decline in'•She price of shares ren¬ 
dered ih more tlidh ever unadyisabfe to sell 
out; wlfyJe the alderinaa was in such want 
of ready money to complete his great 
operation in the grain market, that he 
was obliged to request ,her to provide the 
m,eans to meet the first little batch of their 
accommodation-bills. Those were the two 
months’ set, and quite easily met—only 
about fifteen hundred pounds or so. 

In spite of all the smooth plausibility of 
the factotum, and his “ easiest Ihing of a 
hundred,” Mrsr Sparkleton was exceedingly 
vexed, and very plainly informed him that 
it was quite impossible. She would sign as 
much more paper as he liked, but she really 
could not furnish any more ready money— 
it was quite impossible. No one would lend 

it to hef! She had exhausted all her means 

( 

of borrowing, and was perhaiys really in¬ 
volving herself*' in a disagreeable manner! 
Lawless gave a grim smile; but with great 
delicacy informed h«r that, from some inex- 
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pli(iable cause, a degree of distrust had 
come over the money*harket, and the 
dealers u3)idd ifo longer nffgetiate even the 
most approved bills* Alderman ^fdlibuU’s 
and her own must be considejed unques¬ 
tionably in that class, yet he had run over 
the whole city, on the day before, in vain, 
to get money to meet the bills immediately 
due, to spare the necessity of troubling 
her. 

The worthy factotum then suggested 
whether it would not be easy for her to 
borrow a few hundreds of some of her 
fashionablei^acquaintances?.• Lord DeVillc 
Avas a man of lavge property.. 

“ Why don’t he borrow of his own daugh¬ 
ter? She musfhaA^e money; she is always 
boasting of the immense fortune she brought 
with her!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, impa¬ 
tiently. “ But do you really^thkik I*will put 
myself under an obligation of the kind to a 
man Avho—they tell me—has pretensions 
which I do not encourage?” 

“ Oh, mem 1 relations'are the worst people 



42 


THE GOil^-WOESHIPPERS: 

in the world to apply to when you are «in 
.diflBcuIties! And '5 don’t believe the Fitz- 
haut^ns* are very wejl off •theras^lves—so 
very ext^vagant!—I saw her ladyship this 
morning m ,the Park with a pair of new 
horses—no, one was a mare—both bloods— 
and she was whipping the off-hand one like 
a little fury! And do you know what the 
groom told me? quite unknown to his lord- 
ship, she has had liis fine cnare, wliich he 
called after you, ma’am,—put in harness. 
It looks as if they were coming down when 
they can’t afford to buy fresh horses when¬ 
ever'they w an*, them—and so^ihe groom 
made the remarik, when I was treating him 
at the Bunch of Grapes—for he has put me 
up to a lot of secrets about horses, and 
something for something is' always my 
maxim!” 

“ She "can cafford another very well, Mr. 
Lawless, but she wants to spoil the crea¬ 
ture’s splendidraction in the saddle!—I’ll 
tell Lord Fitzhauton I She shall not do it I” * 
said Mrs. Sparkletbn, with a vehemence 
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unusual in her perfectly ladylike system 
of manners. “ And so,*6nce for all, sir, if < 
she Avill i]5>t.leu(k her fathef a small •pojtion 
of the large fortune he gilded beT-^witli so 
thoroughly, I don’t see why I sljould,—and 
I will not.” 

“ It would look like taking a gift back— 
and what is so frecj as a gift, ma’am ?” re¬ 
monstrated the negotiator. “ Besides, it 
wouldn’t he just,#as they are not to share iu 
the profits of the speculation—and we ought 
to keep them for the last. Besides, relations 
are of no use, as I said before. There’s his 
own sou—^ mean, Mr. Mid*vs Gullibitll— 
positively refuse^ to get his money out of a 
mortgage he has, to lend it to his oivn pa¬ 
rent—although lie must see the necessity— 
at least, be ou'gTit, if he has eyes. He has 
seven thousand pounds, and won’t lend 
tliem!” 

“ I would not mind borroivitig of Am,” 
said Mvs. Sparkleton, yet ivith hesitation. 

* His father could pay him for me.” 

“ But be will be sur^ to'want security,” 
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said Lawless, shaking his head moiKrn- 
, fully. 

“,Wcll, I’ll pJomise him*'Loagjicres—^lie 
don’t kn^w how it is inwalved,” replied Mrs. 
Sparkletoii. ^ 

“ But he will want the title-deeds in his 
possession—and Mrs. Skinllintz has them, 
hasn’t she?” said Lawless. “lie’s not a 
fellow to-be easily taken in, and gammoned 
with fine words.” » 

“ I have some little influence with him-— 
perhaps he might dispense with such strict¬ 
ness of legality with me,” replied the lady. 
“ I believe he would even be glad to oblige me, 
and I could easily persuade him that my 
title-deeds are at my agent’s in the coun¬ 
try, and that I only want the money for a 
temporary purpose—which I do, you know. 
Fifteen hundred will do, will it not?” 

“ We diad better make a good dip while 
we are about it—as well be hanged for a 
sheep as for a kmb,” replied the factotum. 
“Gammon him that the colonel left some' 
sort of a charge bn the property, which you 
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liaye an opportunity of buying off advan¬ 
tageously at this momeirt? You will want at 
least foul* thousand pounds for that. ^But 
it won’t quite do, neither, to sa;^4hat; it 
will prepossess him against the j[ffoperty, to 
find it has any charges at all upon it. Tell 
him you want to byy the next place to it—• 
isn’t there some place to sell in the neigji- 
bourhood? I know there must be—in an 
improving plac^ like that, there must be. 
Say you are tired of railways and mean to 
buy land instead, and want four thousand 
pounds to put with five or six of your own 
to make a ;^rst-rate solid inyjestment,” * 
Alasfpoor IV^idas!—Mrs.,Sparkleton did 
not at all like the. idea of owing anything 
to him; in fact,*though she seemed to assent, 
Lawless .left her in a very unpleasant revery 
indeed, striving, as we have said, to under¬ 
stand the share list of tlie day< 

In the first place Mrs. Sparkleton felt 
it a grievance to be obliged.«to think at all. 
•She was not accustomed to the process, and 
it wearied her. “ It is rfially very odd to 
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have so much that one can’t get anything,” 
she mused. “ Arid what a shame it is one 
can’t eyen bCc Kiined inteiligibljj! What 
am I tew understand byi learning that the 
Middle Inu^le were ‘ done as low yesterday 
as 143i?’ However, it is pretty plain it 
means, that one is not ^wortli so much as 
one was the day before.”, 

She then bethought -herself, and with 
little satisfaction, that if things continued 
to go wrong in her speculations, she might, 
after all, be forced to marry Midas Gulli- 
bull! IIow else could she pay her debts? 
She, whose chi^f quarrel with .iFitzhautoii 
was that he had married fon moneyf might 
very possibly do exactly the same thing! 
But her eye wandered at th^moment to the 
table, and she threw down the newspaper 
to take up the billet. 

It wag- excs-edingly well written. Passion 
inspires even dull persons, and Lord Fitz- 
hauton was not- of that numerous classifi¬ 
cation in the genus homo. It complained' 
very bitterly of'’her recent severity and 
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reserve to him; declared that she was 
utterly mistaken in bw opinion of his 
motives, •byt tli^it she gate, him no ogpor- 
tunity to express tlje purity of the passion 
which had taken entire possessi^*'of all his 
thoughts aiid faculties! Would she but 
grant him a few moments of private inter¬ 
view to utter the emotions of his heart in 
• • 

some spot where impertinent misconstruc¬ 
tion could not f^ttend db. the most innocent 
actions—he should be able to convince her 
how groundless were her fears—how undue 
her reproaches. 

A thoug^it came into Sparkleton’s 

head a» she dried the tears which unde- 

^ • 

niably glistened in her eyes over this epistle, 
coupling its moving contents with her ap¬ 
prehensions ot* being compelled to seek a 
husband in Midas—which brought the colour 
to her brow, although alone. *This»is alone 
sufficient to refute the notion that women 
only blush in company, tot brighten their 
complexions. Then she thought the safest 
way to escape from her perplexities would 
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be to go abroad. But how could ^slie 
manage that without a supply of money; 
and h^ affairs jvere involved iu«a mass of 
accounts and railway transactions of which 
only AlifeiTman Gullibull and his factotum 
possessed tiie key. Of a sudden it occurred 
to'^her that she would^ go and consult the 
great man himself as to the most leasible 
means of extrication. Tlieu she Avould sell 

r 

off—then she would go to^ the continent— 
then she would l)e at peace—but here she 
suddenly recollected a sneer Avhich Lady 
Fitzhauton had A’entured to pass upon her 
head-dresS a short time before. 

Yes, Lady Fitzhauton had dared*to make 
what she called “a good cut” at Mrs. 
Sparkleton, as she had learned from Mrs. 
Clackmannan, who learned tit from Mrs. 
Brahazon’s own lips, who heard it with her 
own eqrs! “ Look at Mrs. Sparkleton’s 

scarlet liead-dAss!—as if men‘were like 
turkey-cocks, gnd flew at that colour!” 

At this moment there was a rap at the 
door. A sinsrle<and decisive one, but not a 
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posi^nan’s. Already Mrs. Sparkleton had 
learned to dread the rlfp of a dun, and 
she starts*—ii»t withoulf a causal #In 
contravention to owlers expressly given, 
and not usually disobeyed hy Jemvies de 
chamhve of discretion, Mademoiselle Florijc 
introduced to her mistress’s presence, with¬ 
out waiting permission, Madame Millefleurs^ 
a celebrated modiste. A strange sign, that, 
when servants w'feo are well bred, so far 
violate propriety as to let a creditor in ! 

Madame Millcfleurs was naturally a 
woman of the most polite and agreeable 
manners,—e^en too polite and. Joo agreeable. 
These accoraplishjnents she (^wriod to what 
would have been styled cringing and flattery 
by uneducated people. But something had 
corrupted her Ion naturel —had soured the 
SAveetness of her temper. Her bussel tossed 
about her^liko a balloon in jTltssioh; her 
dissipated, worn French face, usually all¬ 
beaming with amiable smiles* was now all 
cflrdled with frowns that reversed the ad¬ 
ject! A^e. 

tOL. III. 


E 
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“ Madame, excme:-moi! I feel m^'self 
maltraitee! I arrive—never am I per¬ 
mitted to enter,* Madame!' Wha^ for is the 
reason I inform her i. bring a new pattern 
for Madame’s inspection. I have none!— 
But I bring my leeile heel, and she—I insist 
—I inseest —she shall pay it! I will wait 
no more!”. 

“ What do I owe you?” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, passionately. “ I will pay it this 
instant; but you shall never liave a single 
shilling again from me; and I will tell all 
the women of my acquaintance how shame¬ 
fully you have behaved to me!” 

“ Ah, I tell, you, you would ruin your¬ 
self, Madame Millefleurs! I tell you, you 
will lose de great marriagd bill; but you do 
not listen to me !” exclaime'd Florine, dry¬ 
ing her eyes, though not at all wet, in her 
little ihuslhi agron. 

“ But, madame!—I am owed so much I 
cannot pay,” Said the modiste, visibly sur¬ 
prised and cooling down. “ Behold!—ten 
hundred and one*twenty and two pound! 
How am I to pay if nobody pay me?” 
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“.Don’t pay!—of course you can’t, till 
you get money,” saidTMrs. Sparkleton. 
“ Every (Jia knows I am 1;@ get maryed 
soon to a very rich.man, I believe; can’t 
you wait till then ?” 

“ Twenty millions francs! Ah, you can¬ 
not believe!—U n’y.a rien de si incroyable 
que la verite!” excl^iimed Florine. 

“ I know dat! But how can I wait! 
Let Madame mar»y! ^hat for she do not 
marry?” returned Millefleurs. “ I say I 
will not wait any more! What for?^ Is 
dere too much in my beel? I will have my 
money!” 

“ So you shalj, so you ought—^but not 
directly,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. “ I really 

can’t, and that’s'the end of the matter—so 

# 

don’t bore me, “but leave the house.” 

Mrs. Sparkleton was in a passion, had 
started up^ and in her gesture «#f command 
looked a duke’s granddaughter every inch. 
But she did not imagine herself to have so 
^stinguished an audience as she certainly 
had—in the person orL5rd Fitzhauton, 
E '2 
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•wlio had glided quietly into the room. < Of 
late he had oftefi entered without being 
fori?jaKy announced—one<^of thci privileges 
of intimate friendship.* Still less did Mrs. 
Sparklctomoalculate on Madame Millefleurs’ 
repartee—which consisted iu the produc¬ 
tion of a legal-]ookingi piece of parchment, 
properly signed and attested. 

“ Dell look—see! One copie of one writ! 
—Madame pays or she goes to prison!— 
You are testimony, Mademoiselle Florine!” 

Mi’S. Sparkleton turned extremely pale, 
hut was almost unconsciously extending her 
haild to take, the fatal doc^inient, when 
Lord Fitzhaiitpn interposed. “ What the 
devil’s the row here?” he said, snatching it 
away, and with eyes that'’brightened sud¬ 
denly from anger to laughing recognition, 
as he encountered those of Madame Mille¬ 
fleurs, ‘ headded, “What, IVfadame la 
Franche! my old Parisian acquaintance! 
Comment vous’portez vans, ma chere?” 

“ A merveille ! but I am not Madame la 
Franche; I am Madame Millefleurs, mo- 
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disl^, de grande modiste, Madame Mille- 
fleurs!” 

“Nay, •oflie, f^nl sure you are'your¬ 
self!—you kept a rrtagasin in the..Eue de 
liivoli! It has exploded, I suppose?” ex¬ 
claimed Lord Fitzhauton, laughing oijt- 
right. 

“ No, milor, I am no!—I assure you on 
my honneur!" said Madame MiHefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

“Your Iwnneur! — What next?” said 
Fitzhauton. “ But you ought to Ijnow 
best, and since you have cut the .acquaint¬ 
ance with Madame*La Frane^e, I have* no 
objection to do s® I” 

“ Ah, milor, I beseech you; consider, 
what shall I c(p? In dis country, what 
can I do wit&out a character? Do not 
confound me with Madame La Franche, 
who I nener know at all in. m/own coun¬ 
try!” 

“ Well, I am mistaken, I "suppose,” said 
his lordship, good - humouredly. “ But 
what’s this stuff?—What,’have you had 
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the confounded impudence to serve a bopy 
of a writ on Mrs. Sparkleton?” And he 
tone it into a lliousand ptGces. * 

“ It’s, only for a f^w hundred pounds, 
which I did not at this moment happen to 
h^ve in readiness, dear Fitzhauton!” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, with Sn inexpressible sense 
•f relief and protection? And never, indeed, 
had Fitzhauton been so dear to her as at 
this moment. " 

“ But I demand it now not at all!—I 
would not offend Madame for all de world!” 
exclaimed the penitent modiste. 

“ If you vented money, GeAldine, dear¬ 
est, why did not apply to me?” said 

Lord Fitzhauton, in a tone of tender re- 

«» 

proach. “ I shall have seme money in a 
few days—where is the bill?—I’ll pay it. 
Suffer me to do so as a great favour 
— you cah’t . tell how you will oblige 
me! Let her have her account in readi¬ 
ness next Thursday, and you and I wM 
meet at her house to examine the items 
and discharge it. My word will do, mean- 
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wh^e, won’t it, Millefleifrs—since that is 
your name at present?”^ • 

Mrs. Spfirklt^n colouneiJ deeply, but 
after a moment’s papse, nodded assent, and 
the delighted modiste curtsied#aImost to 
the ground. Then uttering a thousand 
protests against any possible suppositfbn 
that she had ever dreamed of offending 
Madame, she suffered herself to be^escorted 
out by Florine. , * 

In spite of the service he had so recently 
rendered, Lord Fitzhauton had then the mor¬ 
tification to discover that he had offended 
Mrs. Sparl^eton mortally! ^ Sh6 declared 
she would not receive the loan of a single 
shilling, for any purpose, ‘from him; that 
she would not meet him at Madame Mille- 
fleurs for any "purpose on earth; that she 
would send instant orders to her agent’s to 
“ sell out her stock,” at what^er sacrifice, 
and go abroad! She said she was the most 
insulted of women, and wept very bitterly. 
•Lord Fitzhauton, on his part, went into a 
passion on the integrity and purity of his 
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motives—repelled insinuations with indig¬ 
nation, until, fin'ajly, they had a really 
vehemftnt quaxiol, which «''oncladed with a 
mutual and irrevocablcrdetermination never 
to meet ag^in, except in society —and in his 
lordship’s abrupt departure. 
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CHAPTER III. 


We do not exactly know why Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton ordered her carriage in about an hour 
after this final interview, to proceed to 
Fitzhauton house. Perhaps she believed 
what his lordship assured her jii a passion he 
would do, when, they parted^“ He would 
go home and make friends with his stupid 
wife!—anything rather than be made such 
cruel sport of* by a woman who evidently 
delighted in his misery!” 

But F^^zhauton had not^ de*e anything 
^0 rash as this. Mrs. Sparkleton found her 
ladyship quite alone, and really quite de¬ 
lighted and eager to see her! Of late, this 
was not by any means fhe'rule, and Mrs. 
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Sparkleton Lad securely calculated that if 
alone, her ladyshl;^'would not be at home, 
to But-{ft home wa6,*and, with 

considerable unwillingness, Mrs. Sparkleton 
mounted a tHe-a-Ute. 

Lady Fitzhautou’s eyes were sparkling 
with as much triumph ,and malice as if she 
had just achieved some; great result. She 
received Mrs. Sparkleton with the utmost 
cordiality, for she imagined she had it now 
in her power to wound the feelings and 
vanity of her visitor pretty severely. 

“ I want your advice, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 

* 

ton'; indeed, .ijl; concerns yourself in some 
degree; for, .although yoji will not have 
Lord Deville, I think it very affronting to 
you that he still pretend^ to court you,” 
she said, taking a letter from under a 
handkerchief, where it had been a little 
hastily* thrown. “ He was no^ at your 
The dansantf was he, last night?” 

“ There was such a mob, that I scai’cdy 
recollect—yes, I think he was,” replied 
Mrs. Sparkleton, ’ji^ith excessive unconcern. 
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He could not be! fie promised me,— 
I mean, be told me—he would not!” replied 
Lady ^i^al;lfautol3^ warmly.** “ That* ig, he 
said he should not* have time, though you 
sent him so kind an invitation. fHe lunched 
with me yesterday. And what do jou 
think? I never in‘the least suspected it— 
but the poor foolish man has actually fallen 
in love with me!” 

“ With you !i-Why, my dear soul, it is 
quite impossible; you are a married woman, 
and must not misunderstand people so 
strangely,” said Mrs. Sparkletonj amazed at 
this revelation. “ Eeally, .you will make 
yourself quite •ridiculous you take the 
light persiflage of society in such serious 
lights.” 

“ Oh, I understand persiflage as well as 
anybody else—I hear quite enough of that— 
men making fun of woraqn, ^ pfetending 
to be in love with them,” replied Lady 
Fitzhauton, with a most provokingly con-> 
temptuous expression. “Fitzhauton him¬ 
self often makes fools of women in that way, 
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to vex me—but X am not vexed at all! 
Look at this letter—only you must promise 
me keep it ah eternal sroret !*’ - 

“Letter! has he committed himself to 
black and M^iiite?’’ thought Mrs. Sparkleton, 
with much surprise, as she took an epistle 
from Lady FitzhautoiU' With increasing 
aipazement, she recognised Deville’s hand¬ 
writing, though a pretty good effort had 
been made to disguise it, and it was without 
signature. 

Nothing—I own it, dearest perfection 1” 
—read Mrs. Sparkleton, “ nothing but the 
extreme violen^, of my passion c^uld excuse 
the rash avowal I have dared to make I But 
are you not neglected—despised—probably 
betrayedf Who can see so sweet a flower 
thrown aside, and not stoop to put it in his 
bosom? And is a love so pure, so fervent, 
to be abandsiied to a perpetual .despair? 
Are we bound to keep faith so merciless to 
the faithless? Faithless I believe him to 
be—you will know who I mean. And yet 
after so much that 1 know—so much more 
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th^ I suspect—^you thiflfe it possible—you 
accuse me of a wish to^)iain the hand of a 
woman whose heart is conttsminated* by an 
impure affection for the husband of another? 
You will know to whom I allude j*—or rather 
a woman who has no heart, but who employs 
all the artifices of shameless coquetry to 
win one which shoi\Jd never be hers, and js 

besides not worth the having! 

• ^ ■ 

“ Pardon me if I si)eak bitter truths. I 
imidorc your pardon! Let me purchase it 
with the silent devotion of my life! If you 
need revenge, look in my heart!—you will 
ask no mor^y But let me hq^e you will not 
refuse—as in g- moment of anger you so 
cruelly threatened—to accompany the un¬ 
worthy man wlfo possesses you to ray break¬ 
fast on Satufday! I do assure you, my 
strawberries are the finest this year ever 
seen, an^ you will witness a Jfttle*f6te, in 
the French style, which will possess some 
charm of novelty to you. ti secret, dearest 
one, and with every mark of open homage 
which prudence will pSrmIt me to bestow, 



62 


THE GeLD-WORSHIPPERS: 


you shall be the qi:een. of the gala, as you 
are of the heart of Lim who pens these lines, 
inspired by it.’^ 

We do not know that there was ever any 
woman wh^. felt more particularly insulted 
and exasperated than Mrs. Sparkleton was 
by the contents of this letter. But she took 
care not to let her antagonist perceive it, 
though \fith some difficulty. 

“ Why, surely some one, has copied this 
thing out of an antiquated novel!—you 
don’t really mean to say, Lady Fitzhauton, 
that you received this letter, by a modern 
postman?” shq exclaimed. „ 

“ Half-an-hour ago!—Don’t you know the 
handwriting?” replied her ladyship. 

“ No, nor can I even guess at it.” 

“ You must know; it is Lord Deville’s,” 
said Lady Fitzhauton, triumphantly. “ No¬ 
body but he^epuld write to me abj)ut what 
he mentions, for he does offend me by 
making love to, me. And I mean to tell 
Fitzhauton, that he may perceive I am not 
so unnoticeable ‘ a person as he seems to 
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thisk I am—and, besid^, I want to know 
what woman is after him, for I will expose 
her everywhere, for a wretch as she is!” 

By what admirable management did 
Mrs. Sparkleton keep both her fbuntenance 
and her temper at these words? Only the 
most finished education could have enabled 
her to do so. Lady Fitzhauton would 
have been almost at fisticuffs in a similar 
position. 

“ Oh, I suppose she will not care for 
that, if she is a woman of a certain cha¬ 
racter—and of course nobody else would 
encourage Ijie attentions of a^foarried man,” 
she said. B\[t I really don’t advise you 
to do it. You are far more likely to 
force Lord Fitzhauton wholly into the power 
of the person—whoever she is—than to 
recal him to yourself, by violence! If she is 
a womai^ of spirit, you will oKly make her 
desperate. And, then, iord Fitzhauton 
will be sure to suspect ..that something 
‘rather out of the usual way must have 
passed between you add Deville before he 
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would address y*»u thus? Unjustly,' of 
course; but still nifin that do these things 
themsftlves, knoAr how they are dbne.” 

“ Well, how are they done?” said Lady 
Fitzhautonycolouring deeply. 

“ How should I know?—But not alto- 
ge’fher by letter,” replied Mrs. Sparkleton. 
“ Yet almost everybody would conclude 
from this that the affair between you is of 
long standing—and that you must often 
have pardoned indiscretions—^long listened 
to solicitations—which married women of 
rank and character don't! Besides, Lord 
Fitzhauton wopld be sure to cludlengc him, 
if he believed, in Deville’s nonsense, which 
I don’t—and how absurd it would be for 
you to be the cause of an affhir which might 
end unpleasantly!” 

“ I don’t care—I will find out—who the 
woman is!” w:eplied Lady Fitzhauton, with 
vehemence. “ Can you imagine who it can 
be, Mrs. Sparkleton? Do tell me, for I am 
determined to know!” 

“ He flirts with' so many women, that 
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liOAV* in the world—buj jyord Deville will 
know best, if he really wrote that letter,” 
returned Sifs. S])arkleton; ‘and we* fan 
scarcely record with ’certainty whether she 
was more alarmed or cxaspera^d at the 
cross-examination to which she was ^^^It 
jected. “ You can lufrdly expect Lord Fitz- 
hauton will be so communicative, but”— 
On that little word th§ door opentd, and 
in entered the ilt-timcd viscount himself! 
with all his usual tranquil elegance of 
manner, excepting that he did sho\y a 
momentary surprise when his glg.nce fell 
upon the tw(%ladics reading t]?i 3 epistle, 

“ Look here, my lord I” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton,—but luckily not quite yielding 
to the passion of indignation that filled her— 
“ Lady Fitzhauton has received quite a 
valentine this morning, and we cannot make 
out from whom it comes. C^in'/ou?^ 

Lord Deville very slightly changed 
colour, as he took the letter.* But he lead 
it to himself with a deliberate gravity, which 
strongly contrasted with the eager, angry 
,VOL. III. E 
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visages of the ladies—especially Mrs. 

Sparkleton’s!—What passions gleamed he- 
ne*,th its outward calm! Lady«Fitzhauton 
looked rather remors(5ful and struck, as if 
she had ddue an unhandsome thing (and so 
^he had) to her devoted admirer. 

“ Very passionate, indeed!—No, madam, 
I cannot even imagine who could send such 
a letter' to Mrs. Sparkleton,” he said, after 
finishing the perusal, andiianding it, with a 
graceful bow and smile, to that lady. 

“,It did not come to Mrs. Sparkleton— 
it came, to me!” said Lady Fitzhauton, 
with asperity.' “ Why must everything go 
to Mrs. Sparkleton? Now confess the truth, 
Lord Deville, did you not write it yourself?” 

“ I, madam! On such a. subject, I should 
think, I could expre.ss myself, I was going 
to say, better—but I mean, not exactly in 
this way—“an^ I always sign omy name 
when I write,” replied the viscount, exces¬ 
sively amazed'"and embarrassed, in secret. 
“ But, good heavens! is it possible. Lady 
Fitzhauton, that you should imagine I 
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wou!d join in a conspjr^py against 'you? 
For the only rational conclusion I can come 
to on this letter, is, that some wretch wlwm 
you have treated with deserved contempt, 
has written it to you, intending that it 
should fall into your husband’s hands, and 
furnish him with a pretext for the neglect 
with which, I am serry to say, everybody 
remarks he treats you. .Perhaps eVen the 
female herself, alfuded to in this note, has 
done it!” 

No, we should never accomplish it,, and 
therefore we relinquish all attempt to de¬ 
scribe Mrs. Sparkleton’s sensations on hear¬ 
ing these words4 Wonder^ t‘age, admira¬ 
tion of the brilliant diplomatic talent dis¬ 
played—indign^ion at the insinuations 
conveyed—all at work together in her 
soul! 

But tl*3 vain and by po ‘means very 
penetrating peeress fell easily into the trick. 
“^Do you really think it is s5? Oh, what a 
wretch, what a fiend, the woman must be! 
But how do you know there is a woman? 

F 2 
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Only let me kno^ that!. Only let me Miow 
that!'' 

r am not'* sufficiently acquainted with 
Lord Fitzhauton’s affairs to form even a 
conjecture,"’ said Deville, very much agi¬ 
tated within, but very calm without. 

“ The idea is really wicked tliat I can- 
Eot believe it is anything but a fancy of 
Lord Deville’s,” sajd Sirs. Sparkleton, dart¬ 
ing a look at him, 'wliicici lie n])preciated. 
“ I believe these anonymous letters are 
almost always lies, and founded on lies, 
invented by cowardly slanderers, wlio have 
only the hea(}c without the hei,y.’ts of assas¬ 
sins! I advise you to take no further 
notice of the matter. Lady Fitzhauton— 
unless you know somebody Jhat was to give 
you a breakfast and strawberries next 
Saturday!” 

“ My paii'ties are pretty extensirrely heard 
of—my breakfasts, you know, are quite 
renowned—the villain must be an ingenious 
fellow to authenticate his falsehoods, in 
some degree, witk a remarkable circum- 
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stance,” said Deville; “ I give a breakfast 
next Saturday—but I am not sure that the 
invitation^,a»’e issued yet.” 

“None has reached me, however,” said 
Mrs. Sparkloton, drily. 

“Let me supply the omission then — 
if omission it may be called,” replied 
Deville. 

“ I am afraid it is a little too late. I 
have some thouglMts of going to Paris for a 
short time,” said Mrs. S 2 )arldeton. “ And 
that puts me in mind,' I hdve a commission 
to execute for a friend there, so I must run 
away even fsoin such ‘ goodly ^companie!’ ” 

And lightly aiyl playfully^in manner, but 
with a bitterness of resentment quite under¬ 
stood by its ol^ect, Mrs. Sparkleton pro¬ 
ceeded on her ftiorning calls. 

Deville was exceedingly alarmed. He 
knew that^he had not deceived Mjs. Sparkle- 
ton by his explanation, and that her leav¬ 
ing him alone with Lady .Fitzhauton, to 
discourse on the topic, was a direct defiance 
which meant mischief. At‘the same time 
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he feared that, ^although mystified, Lady 
Fitzhauton would not in reality be per¬ 
suaded he was not the author ©f,; the anony¬ 
mous letter. 

Her first words after Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
departure sufficiently revealed this fact. 

know very well you wrote it. Lord 
Deville! and I insist op knowing who this 
woman is! Is it Mrs. Sparkleton? What 
right have you to take, away a person’s 
character—if it is not—^for I shall be obliged 
to tell my brother, and prevent him from 
marrying her I ” 

“ But, my. dear Lady Fitzhauton, how 
could you bCc-so extraordiparily imprudent 
as to show that letter to any one—above 
aH, to Mrs. Sparkleton?” • 

“ I wanted her to see what people 
thought of her behind her back: J wanted 
her to know .that she is not eve^f.ybody!— 
And I will let Fitzhauton see it, that I may 
find out whether you have been telling me 
the truth or not, or only trying to set me 
against him.” 
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“*Pray don’t do that !-j-your own obser¬ 
vation might alone convince you; but if 
you will gwe; me a little tim»r—for heaven’s 
sake, Lady Fitzhautgn, consider what you 
are about!” exclaimed Deville, ^oeedingly 
alarmed. 

“I will, and I ^o! and if you don'T 
prove it to me, as sure as my name is Ann 
Gullibull—no, I mean Fitzhauton—I will 
tell my husband Tjhat you say—I will show 
him the letter!” returned the headstrong 
countess. 

“ But what would you, then? “Why 
would you give yourself so mucll pain?” 
said the viscounty infinitely perplexed. “ If 
indeed you would take a rational revenge 
—such a revenge as women of sense in 
general take—»I have no doubt I could 
convince you—I don’t say of their guilt— 
but cert^iply, that it is ratl^ej psudence 
than virtue, or love for ybu, that keeps 
them innocent.” n, 

“ Now, if you will, Lord Deville I—if you 
only will, Lord Devilled—?But if you do 
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not, I declare, Ijjy all that’s good, I *will 
show this letter to Lord Fitzhauton!” 

“You shalh be satisfied. .But, mean- 
while, say that you do not hate me! Ee- 
peat the assurance which your dear lips 
gave me a few days ago, tliat if you had 
fibt been wedded to .another. At your 
feet I implore the repetition of those ex¬ 
quisite words, a music almost too flatteringly 
sweet for human sense!” . 

And with honied blandishments like 
these, working-or. crhe irritated mind of 
Lady Fitzhauton, the viscount at last ma¬ 
naged to ext9rt a confession frpin her, that 
if she could only once believe her husband 
reaUy could prefer another to her, she knew, 
—she was sure, she should greatly prefer— 
the kneeling adorer at her foot. In short, 
Deville had reason to believe, that if he 
could manijgc to soothe Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
displeasure, and give her a little longer 
time and opportenity to compromise her¬ 
self, and excite Lady Fitzhauton’s jealousy 
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to A little higher pitch, Jie should at last 
attain the goal of his own schemes. 

The viScQunt stayed to tate lunch* with 
Loi'd Fitzhautoii, wJio happened to come 
home very shortly after, and the:| proceeded 
on his enterprise to Mrs. Sparkleton’s. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Lord Heville was quite aware that he had 
a difficult task before hjm; but so much 
depended on its skilful execution that he 
bent every energy* tO'‘succeed. The impu¬ 
dence of a visit from him was in itself so 
unexpected, tjiat Mrs. Sparkle,ton had not 
even given orders to deny him admission. 
She had barely time to withdraw from the 
library, to which visitors Were usually in¬ 
troduced, on observing him enter, from the 
window. 

“ I see T.have disturbed Mrs, ^arkleton 
—say, I merely wish to speak with her for 
a single instant,""said his lordship, quietly 
seating himself at the table which she had 
just left. 
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Mrs. Sparkleton had hepi writing a note. 
Some blotting-paper remained on the open 
desk, and some chance or'Vther DervdiJe’s 
eye rested upon it. 'It was not the coarse 
mercantile red, hut fine whitf blotting- 
paper, delicate as the hands that applied 
it—but not by any. means so trustworthy 
as its dark-hued relatives. Instead of tl\,e 
confused blotches and <;haotic lettering of 
its vulgar namesake, the aristocratic blot¬ 
ting-paper in question took off a very clear 
fac-simile of whateVSF'^rr'was applied to. 
Lord Deville read at a glance, and very 
distinctly, ftojdirection to Lor^ Fitzhauton, 
not at his owm Ijpuse, but at^his club, though 
in reversed characters! lie could not resist 
the impulse, a^d raised the paper to the 
light. In a ifloment or two he had. read 
what satisfied him that it was a document 
worth preserving; and with that intent he 
quietly transferred it to his pocket-book. 

Mrs. Sparkleton had nf^&owhile recovered 
her temper, or at least her manners, for she 
entered quite in her usu^ way, about a 
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moment too late. Even Deville was asto- 
* < 

nished at her admirable self-possession. “ I 
sa\jr you so shortly ago, that f feel quite 
a curiosity to know what I owe this addi¬ 
tional plea, ure to?” she said, smilingly. 

Deville, it seemed, had called from a very 
kind motive. It was t) put Mrs. Sparkle- 
t;on on her guard against one of the most 
extraordinary miscpnstructions he had ever 
heard of! After her departure from Fitz- 
hauton house 'he had learned, with the 
utmost astonisfiijffbUFj’^that her ladyship was 
possessed with a violent suspicion, Mrs. 
Sparkleton hprself was the rwal against 
whom ths anonymous writer warned her! 

“ I leave you to judge of my surprise! 
I was never more startled ''and amazed in 
my life,” observed his lordship. “ It must 
unavoidably be that your little flirtation in 
Paris iPas come to Lady Fitzhaufcon’s ears. 
Let me request you to do nothing, however 
innocent, that give counteuanqe to the 
invention.” 

“ Is it possible!— And had she the inso- 
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lencRj to say sucli things to my very face?” 
said Mrs. Sparldeton, with warmth; and 
Lord DeviTlp. continued to reiterate ail J;he 
possible provoking things he had either 
heard or could invent, as having been ut¬ 
tered by the jealous wife. He succeeded 
admirably in his ma’vn object. 

“ Lord Deville! if you believe me, I will 
not alter my conduct—ipy manneiv of be¬ 
having to Lord iltzhauton—to please all 
tlie jealous fools in England! I do nothing 
that is wrong (here Siie'‘feS^red a little), 
and I will not take tlie slightest trouble to 
remove—in fact, it would be i^e very way 
to confirm—the ^bsurd fancies of that very 
foolish person. You know what a respect 
I have for youf opinion, (liere they both 
smiled) and dcftell me whether you think 
I am not right in relinquishing an intention 
I had for^ied half an hour ago • of spending 
the autumn in Paris or Dresden ?” 

“ Don’t even mentionmy dear Mrs. 
S^arkleton!—some report would be sure to 
be raised immediately which would give 
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your friends the greatest pain—iue I)e3h3nd 
all,’' said Lord Deville, veritably alarmed 
at rthe idea. Lady Fitzhautbn will be 
certain to say that she^frightened you olf— 
and societ 3 ;SLwill sustain an irretrievable loss. 
London society, I mean,—of coarse, Paris 
or Dresden would gain infinitely!” 

, This matter satisfactorily arranged, and 
leaving-Mrs. SparWcton quite in the humour 
to do all in her power to -add to, instead of 
diminishing the jealous sentiments of Lady 
Fitzhauton, Devftib’r^ired to his own house. 
There he examined the blotting-paper at 
more leisure,-and distinctly n>ade out the 
following words, after two hours of assi¬ 
duous labour, assisted by the flame of a 
naphtha lamp:— 

“ Lady Fitzhauton’s extrabrdinary beha¬ 
viour .... to concert measures ... I will 
meet you,"’according to the apjiointment 
about settling . . . horrid woman ... ac¬ 
count ... at Mid .... (and one hour’s 
toil was well bestowed in clearly decipher¬ 
ing the name) at Madame Millefleurs, at 
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five o’clock^ on Thursday, the 7th, when I 
am to be there to see some things from 
Paris. We oflght not .... meet again 
and, after that, I aifl firmly determined to 
break off all correspondence witlfyour wife, 
and consequently . . . .” The rest was & 
crossed and blotted that it was only possible 
to make out a chance word here and thereL 
Enough, however, remained to convhice the 
anxious inquisitof that as yet the parties 
were clear of actual guilt, auj^|f)^hblP'that 
whatever were the frue*” motives of, this 
secret interview, they were varnished over 
with a very "fair pretext of liprmless busi¬ 
ness. There weie expressiops^ of gratitude 
for the kind assistance proffered by Fitz- 
hauton—a statejpent of the enormous locked- 
up wealth the’writer possessed in shares, 
which rather astonished the viscount—and 
assurance# of almost immediate lepAyment 
—which left it doubtful^ even to Deville 
hjmself, whether the appointment was not 
really and exclusively on business. Only he 
knew the character of the man-, and had a 
very ill opinion of all women. 
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But did this discover/ altogether plbnsc 
him? Beville ms himself surprised to ind 
what 'emotioni^ of envy and hatred roused 
themselves in his soul”, as he speculated on 
the degree if success Fitzhautoii had achieved 
jivith the brilliant widow. We certainly 
think he would have felt but little less if his 
dangling after Mrs. Sparldeton had been a 
sincere'and vehement courtship! In fact, 
he began to suspect that 4ie liked her more 
than'^h'e Im.d imagined. Some feeling more 
than, usually strong 'must certainly have 

animated the cautious viscount in the course 

* 

of policy he a-dopted. 

In th%fu'st* place, he managed, by dint of 
erasures and cross writing, to render it im¬ 
possible to decipher such pfuts of the note 
as were not necessary to produce the im¬ 
pression that a regular assignation was 
granted, of to leave it doubtful whether, if 
so, it was the first, or one of a series. 

His lordship then despatched an apology 
to a house w'hcre he had promised to dine, 
and took a leisurely stroll towards Madame 
Millefleur’s establishment. That erainert 
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•fTnar^liande modes, as she delighted to call 
herself^ resided in a bouse large enough for 
a noblemanVith a great retinfte, in a square 
wiilch had only lately descended to admit 
the shadow of trade within its |ristocratic 
limits. Nothing but a vast brass plate on 
the door, and an optui hall attended by a 
porter in livery, an^punced that the man; 
sion in question belonged jto a milliner. Ma¬ 
dame Millefleurs ierself and her husband 
lived in great state and luxuij mi Ihi uniint 
floor; the middle rooms'‘<iispvAySl7in a long 
suite, the most delicate and ingenious "pro¬ 
ductions of hgr art, and the va;^ious personal 
adornments in T^hich she de^ilt. ^ Above 
these toiled, night and day, in dense and 
suffering throngs‘the hapless young women 
dedicated to the^ production of these articles 
of refined habiliment. 

Lord D^ville made some inquiries in the 
neighbourhood, and ascertaineS. that Madame 
Millefleurs was a most respectable woman— 
wftch means that no coroner had as yet 
returned a verdict againsf hhr, though her 

VOL. III. G 
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yonng people had a great trick of dyings 
and that she paid her butcher’s and baka-’s 
bills pretty refgularly. But he‘had formed 
a theory of his own-r-that she must be a 
woman of obliging disposition^ though of 
course not professionally so. Whatever 

r 

Mrs. Sparkleton had jdone or meant to do, 
she was a woman wjtiom Deville himself 
acknowledged wa^ incapable of doing any¬ 
thing wrong, in a flagrant manner, or with 
a, v-l&Tj understanding and determination of 
doing it. lTr*TRe,o, the blotting-paper 
repeatedly declared that she only granted 
this interviejjr to convince Lord Fitzhauton 
of the folly and danger o^ their even meet¬ 
ing at all; that when she saw him, she 
meant to give him a thousand reasons why 
she ought never to see him-i-and to demon¬ 
strate that the only way to avoid tempta¬ 
tion was never to venture near it! And 
that was true enough. 

Society is becoming rather a complex 
game, it must be confessed. While Devide 
was making his' inquiries without, Lord 
Fitzhauton was effecting a satisfactory 
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arraagement within, with his new ally, 
Madame MiUefleurs. 

“ Your steCDunt, you know,Ms very loqg, 
and, I daresay, pretty difficult to audit— 
you must take care we are not interrupted,” 
he was saying, almost as Deville passed. 

“ Ah, milor! what will become of my 
reputation?—One can do no ting in England 
without a caractere!” 

“ But everything with one!” responded 
his lordship. “ Bah! MiUeilours^ygj^aSdPW? 
a character good enough to seucl you to glory, 
if it is not too carefully investigated. But 
who is going, to do the slightjcst possible 
damage to your character?” 

“ Eh, milor!—^but mon honneur!” 

“ Pho, we are Did acquaintances.” 

“ But now dat M. MUlefleurs make me 
one honest woman” — remonstrated the 
modiste. 

“ More than heaven itself can, much less 
a little Frenchman!” replied Fitzhauton, 
laughing heartily. “How came you to 
marry such a withered crab-apple?” 

G 2 
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“ Oh, he is so useful!” sighed Mafiamc* 
Millefleurs. “He' mind de house, he 
pQcCk de good'J' keep de book, mftke de bill, 
trim de lamp, and when no one pay me, he 
go to prison for my debt !” 

“Well, well—if you want me to pay 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s— eimI I really don’t think 
she herself has much to spare at this 
moment,—nor, injieed, have I, for I am as 
much annoyed as any body, and hold quite 
a is-sre^jof people wanting money, every 
morning—^yo^must allow me an oppor¬ 
tunity to examine the items of your account. 
That’s flat,,, so don’t bore me with your 
Jionneur and caractere^ ^ind stulf of that 
sort.” 

It happened that a fe'w moments after 
the delivery of this decisive opinion, Deville 
observed his friend sally forth, attended 
to tlie "door by Madame Millefleurs, 
curtseying, laughing, remonstrating, and 
assenting, with' a million protests and 
entreaties to the contrary. He did not 
hear what was said, for he was at some. 
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distance; but he was skilled in interpreta¬ 
tions, and went bn liis way still more 
exasperated ^d incited to his*t>wn purpo^s, 
by what he,considered*the intended treachery 
of his friend. Fitzhauton did n<|t know, he 
reasoned, that his addresses to Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton were merely feigned, to cover a more sub¬ 
stantial pursuit, and consequently he felt him; 
self injured and insulted, as if they had been 
as much in earnest as they seemed to be! 
He had a just motive for ieveiyt|ji»3isnU“If 
is astonishing what energy to commit great 
wrongs, a little right in them gives one! 
When Manning fractured O’Qonnor’s skull 
Avith as little rgmorse as he* could have 
broken up a cocoa-nut, he declared himself 
sustained by th^ great principle. But it 
presented itself for adoption in a much 
more polished and civilized form to Viscount 
• Deville. €Ie determined to corftmifnicate 
the result of his researches to Lady Fitz¬ 
hauton, and to expect the best results from 
her exasperated passions and imprudence. 

Deville had learned, ’ by a somewhat 
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perilous experieucej the inexpediency ot 
trusting her ladyship with secrets too long 
b«fore it was 'advisable they should explode. 
He kept that of the •blotting-paper, there¬ 
fore, untilfthe morning of the day in which 
the meeting at Madame Millefleurs was tu 
take place. It happened to be the one for 
jvhich he had already issued cards to a 
numerous company, inviting them to what 
he called a Musical BreaMast. His lordship 
gcpat patron of the Opera, and coixld 
at all times command the services of the 
finest ]^erformers. His concerts were greatly 
in vogue, ^nd the delicious/repasts with 
which he acoompanied them, rendered them 
quite the rage. He knew Mrs. Sparkleton 
would not come—^for she h^d sent him word, 
in reply to a most flattering invitation, that 
she was previously engaged. He thought 
it thefefol’e probable that Fitzhatlton would 
not stay long; as, besides, he only admired 
music on the stage. At all events, he 
should have plenty of opportunity to make 
a communication that he had one to make, 
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and’leave it to Lady Fitzhauton’s. better 
judgment as to the wEen and the where— 
Deville felt^ satisfied that iff* would be^n 
time to prevent his fniend from reaping the 
projected harvest of his hopes, and to do all 
the necessary mischief. 

It would perhaps have been a safer 
method not to mal^ the revelation until 
it was too late to leave the injured parties 
any satisfaction byt revenge. Nevertheless 
the viscount could not bring himse|^fs*<i«b*r 
resolution. He either liked Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton better than he had thought, or disliked 
his rival tog much, to contemplate with 
any patience thejpossibilities of his triumph. 
After all, too, Mrs. Sparkleton might change 
her mind; she Was very changeable; and 
some alibi might occur to destroy the credi¬ 
bility of his blotting-paper. 

F'itzhauton and his wife were ki a* much 


better temper than usual with each other 
on this particular morning. The young 
peer was in the highest spirits, so full of 
gaiety and good humour* that even his wife 
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came in for a share of it. It has beeii re-, 
marked by a practical observer, that lovers 
ai;g apt to sh^w the greatest sighs of fond¬ 
ness when they least feel it; and, at times, 
husbands ||,nd Avives may find it expedient 
to work on the same principle. However 
that may be, Devill§’s exasperation was 
increased by the iparks of fondness, 
approaching to folly, Avliich her ladyship 
thought proper to lavisli^ on her husband, 
^-jbiai}--. l^is^ ace, and indeed before every 
body’s that chose to look on. It offended 
Lord Deville’s taste as avcU as his feelings; 
while d^ady ^Fitzhauton greatly enjoyed 
making him Jealous, as she thought, and 
at the same time displaying to all the_ 
world, how absolute was in reality her 
hold on her husband’s affections. 

“ You see,” she said to Lord Deville, 
privataly, in triumph, “ You se«d I have 
only to shoAv the least sort of kindness for 
him, and he plays about me like a lapdog!” 

“ I cannot contain myself any longer 
on witnessing ' such perfidy!” exclaimed 
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De'^ille, in reply—and he had no occasion 
to feign being out of patience; “ I •will 
prove to *x@u that it is ’all the vil^t 
treachery, if you •will or can but grant me 
h^f an hour’s intervie^w.” 

“ Oh, nonsense, I knoAV hoAV it is.' You 
have often tried to make me believe you 
Avere in love Avith nje, aif^ noAV you Avant 
me to fancy you arc jealous of me,— 
because ritzhauti)n and I are such good 
friends,” replied Lady FitzLauton.^^iifffiir' 
tisIJy smiling, tmd flourishing her fan; 
Avhile the music made so good a noise, she 
ran little risk of being oA'^erJicard. “ Go, 
you naughty m%n! You ought not to try 
and make mischief bctAveen man andAvife.” 

“ You do n(A believe me—^you always 
mock me in‘this Avay,” said Deville, 
Avarmly. “ But I have now proofs—^proofs 
impossibJe to be refuted—^that h« is deceiv¬ 
ing you in the grossest manner. Still, I 
laioAV you Avill not believe in any, though 
they were glaring as the sun at noonday—' 
or rather as the flames in tKe abyss! So I 
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shall depart' to-morrow for the continient^ 
and leave you to finti out things at your 
leisure.” 

“ But you have no proof,—^you only 
talk becaus^. you do not like Fitzhauton, 
and see that Mrs. Sparkleton is after 
him.” 

“ Why, this vfery day—this very after¬ 
noon—I can give you the most convincing 
proof in the world, that ho is only feigning 
T^yja ailnes s the better to deceive you!” 

“ How will you manage that?” said 
Lady Fitzhauton,'with mocking compla¬ 
cency of incredulity. 

“ I will show you a fac 78 imile of a note 
from Mrs. Sparkleton to your husband— 
if you will promise inviolable secrecy!— 
which contains some proof, at all events, 
of a very extraordinary degree of con¬ 
fidence hi} and tenderness for^’ another 
woman’s husband!” 

“ Let me see it now, and I will believe 
you,” said Lady Fitzhauton, with sudden 
vivacity. 
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‘^How can I before all this society? 
But tell me when you will be at leisure, 
for five mfiiTites—alone.” 

“ I know it is impossible—quite impos¬ 
sible—^you cannot have any pr^fs of such 
nonsense,” said Lady Fitzhautcju, turning 
pale. “ I declare, !• reallv,^#^» tell Fitz- 
hauton—and Mrs. ^parldeton too—^if yop. 
annoy me in this wajj.” 

“ You may, if J do not establish what I 
assert, on the firmest cvideiice,5^»^’^ti?5ffiytr 
the viscount. 

“ I don’t believe it. But I will drop 
my bracelet»in the acacia va!|e there, and 
you can bring it after me to my house. 
Fitzhauton told me he was going from 
here to his clul^ and should probably not 
dine at home.’* 

“ Did he, indeed?” replied Deville, with 
a bitter %mile. ' “ I shall not'foiget to 
bring the bracelet. But let us listen to 
t|jps overture: they are in the piano now, 
and we may be overheard.” 

After this priming, *Lady Fitzhauton 
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Tvas quite ready for the engineer to load, 
when, about an hour after the concert- 
pg,rty had brioken up, Deville 'arrived at 
her residence with, the bracelet. He 
found her ^t lunch, and she invited him to 
partake; jivhich he accepted. First, he 
satisfied hL^eelf the .footman thoroughly 
comprehended the purpose of his visit was 
to restore a bracelet accidentally dropped 
—“I knew it must be yoi^rs, for 1 had often 
adiitk etl brilliancy of the rubies in the 
shake’s head,” he remarked. “ And, as I 
was coming this way,—” the servant 
withdrew, a^d he did not feel it necessary 
to proceed with the legen4,more especially 
as Lady Fitzhauton instantly and impera¬ 
tively demanded what he meant by saying 
he had proofs against her husband and 
Mrs. Sparkleton! 

“ Jedge yourself; I found this<facsimile, 
as I said, of a note from Mrs. Sparkleton 
to ‘ him, on her desk, by the merest acci¬ 
dent in the world. You know her hand- 
witing very well. Hold it up to the light 
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and "read in the oriental style —from the 
right to the left,”- 

It would pot be easy to do •Justice to t]jtt 
emotion with which Lady Fitzhautou 
snatched the fatal blotting-p,TOer, with 
•which she gradually decipher® its halt' 
obliterated contents. 

“ Oh, the wrctcheg, thdhionsters! It is 
a regular assignation! I will tell Mamma, 
I will tell Pap£%! Papa shall get me 
divorced; I will have my money, bacS: 
again, every halfpenny; he shad, not have 
a farthing of mine! And then I’ll marry 
somebody cJse — I’ll marry, you. Lord 
Deville! I’U bipng them both to justice 
—the ^vretches! Poor, poor Mamma,— 
she little know^; What shall I do? I’ll 
expose them tef every one ; I’ll go with a 
dozen policemen, and have them both 
taken to 5he station-house!” 

And then she fell into a passion of 
■v^cping. Tlie violence of the resolutions 
she hinted at, however, gave no satisfac¬ 
tion to her informant. 
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“ It may, after all, be merely on mat¬ 
ters of business they are to meet,” he ob- 
s<jfved, in the'-first.pause of thb tempest. 
“ Though I own I do not quite perceive why 
they could not transact it at Mrs. Spar- 
kleton’s, wpere Lord Fitzhauton, I hear, 
is a constal.■+-visitor—,at least his groom 
tells my valet sd^' I |^ave no other autho¬ 
rity. But Madame MiUefleurs is a woman 
of excellent character, ^nd—” 

^Y«s, she is Mamma’s dressmaker, but 
Mrs. Sparkleton recommended her to us, 
—and she knew her in Paris,—no doubt, 
when^at wicked man she writes to was 

* 4 

there,” exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton. 

“ Well, but you cannot deny I have 
given you due warning,” said Deville. “ It 
may be but suspicion, I grant. They have 
known each other long. Her husband 
was a peevish old invalid—and ta coquet¬ 
tish young woman of her vivacious tem¬ 
perament (not that ever I heard their flo¬ 
tation in Paris was anything extraordinary 
—for that capital), might be a dangerous 
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con^anion, might be in dangerous com¬ 
pany with Lord Fftzha^on. Powder 
and spark .are best kept*, asunder, ^ 
doubt. For, with the very best intentions, 
one really does, sometimes, do anything but 
the very best deeds. I shoull certainly 
recommend your making oi^ c/ thegparty, 
but in a quiet orderl^y msrfSier, so that you 
may not exhibit yourself to the world in 
the ridiculous cl^racter of a jealous wife. 
It will be quite sufficient, 1 should think,’ 
if you let Mrs. Sparkleton and his lord- 
ship comprehend that you have them in 
your power.^ and that, conseg[uentiy, they 
must in future break otf any ^icquaintance 
that may at present exist. I have no 
doubt Mrs. Sp£*rkleton will continentalise^ 
and, unless ycu have lost all regard for 
Lord Fitzhauton,—^you had better not 
drive hirt to despair,” 

“ I have—I hate him—a Vretch! After 
all the money we have given him, to behave 
so to me,” wept Lady Fitzhauton. “ Only 
let me have her in jibwer! I’ll let. 
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every body know what she is. Will ^yoii 
go -with me, Sord T)eville, and be my 
^i^ness?” 

“ MydearLady Fitzhauton, what witness 
could I be?” replied his lordship, shrug¬ 
ging his slfculders. “Do you think, if we 
go in a vioAf’^t mannei;, that they will allow 
us an opportunity of witnessing—anything 
very remarkable? We shall find them 
gravely at their accoui^ts with Madame 
■Millefleurs and half a dozen milliners in 
the room. Besides, you have unfortunately 
compromised me, by allowing Mrs. Spar- 
kleton'to see, and retain my pote to you! 
What a figui;e should I cut in the transac¬ 
tion! A cold-hearted world would not 

take into calculation the frenzied warmth 

( 

of my attachment to the loveliest of 
women, and prejudices are already excited 
against me! And besides, are »you pre-* 
pared to part'with Fitzhauton for ever? 
to resign him altogether to the artful and 
pernicious woman who has weaned his 
affections from'yofi so completely?” 
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.Certainly Lady Fitzhauton was not 
prepared for this: m reality, she still 
loved her *vindering lord as much as*^ 
nature so feebly organized could love. 
Still she kept up a becoming spwit. 

“ 1 don’t care for hfin the lelst in the 
world—stUl she shall never,X.* >4 him, if I 
die for it!” 

“ Then, my dearest girl, I recommend 
vou to act calmly and reasonably,” said 
Deville. “By calmly and reasonably I 
mean, don’t let people see that you Ijave 
a human feeling, if possible. Speech, may 
have been given to man U> hide his 
thoughts, but I dpubt very ipuch if it was 
given to woman for that purpose. Your 
presence wUl be^uitc sufficient, I should 
think: perhaps they may be able to ex¬ 
plain matters to your satisfaction, espe¬ 
cially Mrs.' Sparkleton—for inen’ard apt 
,to be dumbfoundered on these occasions. 
Per]iaps there is not much mischief done 
—as yet. I have no doubt that this is 
their first private meeting, and it may be' 

YOL. III. H 
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simply an impradence which we must 
deplore and—pardon. You can take your 
'^‘evenge in clue season: you can worry 
him nicely in turn! ‘We are both wronged 
—^bitterly wronged—^but women of sense 
know ho-rt to pay in kind! and if the devo¬ 
tion of on^5ec:r heart—of a heart wronged 
<Iike your own,—if a love, vast indeed, but 
pure as the heavens-” 

“ But what can 1 do to find them out?” 
interrupted Lady Fitzhauton. 

“ You must first promise me to do it 
in quiet, lady-like manner,” responded 
his lordship; “ Mrs. Sparkleton thinks 
she wrongs ipe, doubt, but I would not 
give her up to shame! There is nothing 
I hate more than a scene! Besides, the 
world would think I orfght to challenge 
him; and then I could no longer visit 
here, and I should lose my ofily hold on 
hope 1” 

“ Well, I promise it—only tell me hqw ?” 

“ Madame Millefleurs is a most respect¬ 
able woman,” observed his lordship, 
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musingly; “ I have ascertained that. Ac- 
cordingly, you have only to present your¬ 
self, as sooiar after the arriVal of 
Sparkleton and his lordship as you can 
make it convenient, inform Madame of 
your certain knowledge of theil* presence 
in her house, and threat^ die'r with im¬ 
mediate exposure, unless she introduces 
you instantly to their society — making 
her comprehend that, on those conditions, 
everything shall be quietly arranged; and 
I have little doubt she will prudently com¬ 
ply. I will call about the same time— tecci- 
dentally, to inquire—^no matter what,—I 
will make myselfi an errand, ttnd Madame 
MiUefleurs will be additionally alarmed 
by my propinqivty, into anything which 
may prevent an exposure.” 

Admirably as this plan was combined, 
Deville h^ great difficulty in persuading 
Lady Fitzhauton to acquiesce in it. But 
the^prospect of stUl retaining her faitldess 
spouse, and of being able ,to visit Mrs, 
Spaiideton at the same time with the 
H 2 
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punishment of her offences, gradually 
reconciled her to its execution. Lady 
If^tzhauton find a good stock' of vanity, 
and slie could not diy any effort, bring 
herself to. believe that any woman could 
permaneii Jy rival her in the affections of 
FitzhautomS-.'ijhe thought she had only to 
appear, to dispel'the illusions raised by the 
artifices of the “infamous creature” who, 
she was sure, must haf/e thrown herself 
almost “at him” before he would even 
think of her! Deville encouraged this 
ideii^by the most flattering assurances, 
Tintil he h?d brought her into what he 
considered a safe frame, of mind for the 
enterpi’ise. The artful viscount by no 
means desired an explos'pn which was so 
likel}'^ to blacken all in itS" neighbourhood. 
He had no wish whatever to have Lady 
Fitzliautbn cast on his handfe, and to 
destroy again that finely-pieced Portland^ 
vase of a character of his which ^was 
almost as good as if it had never fallen 
and been broken. Meanwhile, the hear of 
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the Appointment apf>roached, and it be¬ 
came necessary to aft. We have great 
satisfactioif, ^because we alsd* dislike tlv?^ 
species of private theatricals which fur¬ 
nishes scenes for the public, to be able to 


record that, finally, the viscouii' 


on Lady Fitzhauton. to act, '-cording to 


his temperate and jiylicioas advice, rathey 


than on the inspiration of her own rash 


and headstrong tcynper. 
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€^APtEK V. 


Whilst all these storms were brewing or 
bursting in the lofty region she had de¬ 
serted, Charity Green pursued her blame- 
less^ay, if not in peace, at least in quiet. 
Punctual a,s the inoriiing light, she ap¬ 
peared in her jotted coi^ier of the bazaar; 
all day reversed the lily’s enviable exist¬ 
ence, for she both toiler and spun, and 
at night returned to her humble but 
tranquil home, if not happy, .not miser¬ 
able. ‘ The consciousness of hsK^ing done 
what she ought—of having bravely vindi¬ 
cated the rights of nature and of won^n- 
hood—^the sentiment of freedom and inde¬ 
pendence, consoled her for every sad 
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recollection, and sweetened the dry crusts 
of poverty to her palate. 

Neither.could Charity be said to suffer 
very greatl;^, in a pecuniaiy sense. Tiie 
beauty of her handiwork was appreciated 
by some good judges, and hojf lace was 
bought almost as fast as it was, produced. 
The ladies who bought it did what the con¬ 
scientious maker refused to do, and gavedt 
value by giving it fine foreign designations 
to critical frieifds iuid chamber-maids. 
Charity seemed likely to fall, by degrees, 
into a similar state of resigned and .tran¬ 
quil composure to that enjoyed by her 
friend, Miss»Dishnap, but tbfot she conti¬ 
nued, after a shbrt interval, fij be harassed 
by the visits o£ Mr. Bagshawe. 

The retiree? attorney made his re-ap¬ 
pearance one day when least expected, 
with aij empty envelope in his hand. 
Charity was exceedingly fluttered to hear 
him ask, in an angry tone, why she had 
not enclosed a receipt for the note he had! 
sent her, instead of forwarding him a 
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Wank cover? Ske assured him, ■jv'ith 
great earnestness, tlyit she had returned 
the valuable J?aper in it, having no occa- 
sidh for it at the time, and that she 
thanked him just the same as if she had 
accepted tlfc fifty pounds. “ So I believe 
you do—nbt a spark of gratitude in your 
whole composition! Mrs. Gullibull told 
me so several times;‘but you must not 
think to do me out of both note and 
^thanks! You have kept the money, no 
doubt: confess the truth! It is numbered 
and stopped at the bank.” And he con¬ 
tinued to tease Charity for some time in 
tliis vein, until he shifted his ground, and 
accused her warmly of pride and ingrati¬ 
tude, in refusing to let l?im be of any 
service to her. 

After this he began to make it a sort of 
habit to stroll into the bazaar,, at least 

I w 

once a day, and spend some time in con¬ 
versation at Miss Dishnap’s stall. Charity 
ventured to remonstrate once or twic§, 
but he told her .the bazaar was as free to 
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him >as to anybody else, so long as he be¬ 
haved himself with propriety, and did not 
steal anything. He took it into his head ts-' 
tell her that he was paying his addresses to 
a young lady, who was very fond of fine 
lacework; and he was always buying 
pieces of her manufacture to Jiresent to 
this favoured fair one. Charity at first 
very nigh believed him, and showed so 
much satisfactioi^ and zeal to oblige her 
unknoAvn customer, that BagshaAvc could 
not prevent himself from laughing, and 
so betraying his real purpose, thougli he 
was vexed at^her indifiference.^ After that 
he was obligeS to buy what Ije wanted of 
Miss Dishnap; (Charity would sell him no 
more; but he 4iad a most persevering 
liking for whatever other people did not 
purchase. 

He haS, contrived, in somo way or 
another, t%gain very rapidly on the latter 
lady’s good opinion. Like most converts, 
Miss Dishnap was benevolently anxious 
to bring others into the Same saving pale 
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of belief she had herself wandered into; 
and Bagshawe man&ged to persuade her 
tiuit he was*'‘‘open to conviction.” He 
listened with great respect to her opinions 
on religious subjects, and declared that 
he had bdhn brought up in so lax a set of 
doctrines,‘that the ground for any new 
edifice might be considered as perfectly 
clear in.his convictions. Gradually he 
induced her to allow l^m to accompany 
her and her young acolyte to their place 
of devotion. He professed himself pleased 
and edified by all he heard and saw there, 
and bought a splendid inissaj for his own 
use, which Jie prevailed on‘Miss Dishnap 
to let him exchange with hers, a much 
inferior one. And thus' he won so fast 
upon the esteem of her friend, that Charity 
began to dread in her a dangerous ally to 
pretensions which she somehow Or another 
felt herself liot so much inclified to dis¬ 
courage as formerly, yet she thought^as 
a WTcmg to the suitor himself to en¬ 
courage. 
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The inconstancy and unkindness of her 
first lo^e had left ^wounds too deep in 
Charity’s "soul to be readily* healed; 
the more she was •convinced of the sin¬ 
cerity and devotion of her new lover, the 
more it pained her to feel unable to return 
his affection, and to be compelled constantly 
to repel its manifisstations. Meanwhile, 
Bagshawe took care to keep her well in¬ 
formed as to th^ progress of Midas in. his 
aristocratic wooing, which, to outwan? 
seeming, was most prosperous. Aud 
Charity’s heart was torn to its d*^ths; 
but, like tli£ Indian at the s^ake, she gav^ 
no outward sign of anguish., She came at 
last to wish that the event was over, the 
wrong consui^mated, so tediously did it 
irk her soul in its progress. 

Matters were in this state with Charity 
Green, Vhen a momentous incident oc- 
eurred ^ diversify her *daily round of 
eifistence. She was one day busied, as 
usual, in her stall, nearly concealed—as 
Mr. Bagshawe delighted to tell her—like 
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a spider, among her exquisite looms, When 
a lady entered the h'&za.ar, whose' appear- 
■?wipe attracted’very general atteiition from 
its elegance, and the peculiar gracefulness 
of her manner of walking. She had a 
little nosegay of rare and most beautiful 
flowers in *her hand,.- so that altogether 
Charity had little difliculty in recognising 
the honourable Mrs. Sparkleton. She 
shrunk from the sight, pnd endeavoured 
‘as much as possible to shun any danger 
of being recognised in turn, by bending 
over Jier work until she was scarcely to 
be seen at all. 

Nevertheless a kind of fascination com¬ 
pelled her to keep up a degree of observa¬ 
tion, almost without the us^'of her eyes, on 
all Mrs. Sparkleton did. Oifce or twice she 
passed so near to Charity’s stall that the lat¬ 
ter coleured and turned pale wifh appre¬ 
hension of being discoA’-ered, perhaps treated 
with contempt; but she felt that she could 
as little endure to be treated with kind¬ 
ness as with neglect by Mrs. Sparkleton. 
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Hep modest nature, indeed, suggested to 
Charity,N that she feight have entirely 
slipped orft^ef the lady’s mertiory; but §hc 
dared not run any msk to the contrary. 

We know not how she managed it; but, 
in the course of this furtive espiM, Charity 
imagined she discerned marlvs of much 
agitation and irresolution beneath all Iier 
beautiful rival’s usual serenity of elegance. 
She looked at tljings apparently without 
seeing them—inquired the prices of arti¬ 
cles which she evidently had no desire to 
know—for what could Mrs. Spar^leton 
want with a skipping-rope and a speaking 
doll? She walked more rapidly than her 
wont, for her walk was in general a swan¬ 
like, swimminw movement, so unruffled 
was the calm lof its grace! Charity was 
forming a theory in her own mind to 
account’for this. Is she won by the 
wealth of Midas, thought ^e, and yet re- 
p^ed by his cruel, hard nature—for Mrs. 
Sparkleton is not cruel, nor hard by na¬ 
ture, herself ? Do these tlioughts make a 
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Struggle in her mind? And while mus¬ 
ing over this probleia, and keer^ing the 
T)bj,ect mysteribusly in eye withdut raising 
her head, Charity wa* startled from her 
dreamy cogitation by the abrupt appa¬ 
rition of L6rd Fitzhauton, who entered the 
bazaar, and' seemed to join Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, as if by appointment. 

Charity was shocked at this—she 
scarcely weU Itnew why-jrshe thought she 
'bould perceive there Avas something un¬ 
usual, besides the mere circumstance of an 
eyidratly pre-arranged meeting between 
'them. Mrs. Sparkleton’s complexion sud¬ 
denly flushed, as deeply as the hues of the 
rich flowers she carried; and Lord Fitz- 
hautqn’s countenance and eyes were lit 
up like a yoimg vulture’s*when he dis¬ 
cerns his prey. Charity saAV that at first 
Mrs. SparHeton seemed to refuse taking 
Ms arm, and that he seized her hand and 
linked it in his own with a degree ,^f 
violence. As if to avoid attention, Mrs. 
Sparkleton appeared then to resume her 
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promenade in the bazaar; but evidently 
the pair Vere quite |ebsorbed in conversa¬ 
tion, and ftqticed little but themselves, ^in 
the place. 

Once or twice they disappeared among 
the mazes of glittering wares, aifd Charity 
imaguied they werq gone—^but whither,, 
or wherefore, she 4readed to conjecture. 
Why this private and special meeting?— 
Much as she fqfired to be I’ecognised, 
Charity felt it a relief when, on one of 
these occasions, she suddenly heard the 
voice of liord Fitzhauton clos*^ KpLinrl the 
stall at whicji she sat. 

We have ‘mentioned that. Miss Dish- 
nap’s, stall, like the rest of her appurte¬ 
nances, was a i^tired and almost secluded 
one—not unsuited therefore as a halt¬ 
ing place for a private confabulation. 
Miss Dislmap was absent on some busi¬ 
ness, and Charity had cowered out of 
si^* like a fiiwn among the fern. The 
conversationists had therefore no reason 
to dread listeners; and certainly, although 
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they spoke in low tones, they had no 
reason to desire thajii for the/subject- 
matter of thehr talk. Against 'her will— 
at first through timidity, and then from 
surprise and anxiety to know the worst— 
Charity Green remained an unseen audi¬ 
tor. ' 

She heard Mrs. Sparkleton declare— 
but hi irresolute, tremulous tones— 
that she had altered hei;* inind—that she 
"^ould not meet Lord Fitzhauton at 
Madame Millefleurs’ under any pretext; 
tha;;yf he sincerely desired to be of service 
’ lo her in a momentary exigeryjy, he could 
go and discharge the “ impertinent crea¬ 
ture’s” demands alone. What need was 
there of her presence ? She fully admitted 
the items of the amount—that is to say, 
she had no doubt it was quite correct, 
though, she had not yet had time ^co run it 
over. Besides, she kept no memorandums 
about such trash as one’s dress; so it-vgas 
no use if she had. 

. To all which Lord Fitzhauton replied, 
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in an earnest and passionate manner, 
which s^med not r^flittle superfluous on 
such a poii\t. He pleadedlier promise; 
he upbraided her with changeableness; 
he declared that it would look quite ab¬ 
surd in a man inspecting such accounts. 
Moreover, it was sh« who was to pay, and 
not he: he only wanted to witness the 
transaction for her, and to make certain 
that Madame MiUefleurs b'haved to her 
•with dtie respect! 

“ But it might be liable to misconstrue- 
tion!” said ]\Trs. Sparkleton, colouiittg^ 
again with almost a country -wench’s pro¬ 
fusion of hue, -gThen first honoured with 
the attentions of a redcoat. 

“ Quite impossible!—Are you not to 
marry my brother-in-law?—from whom I 
may very naturally and kindly conceal any 
little proof of inconsideration on ^ou? part, 
in money matters?” said Lord Fitzhati- 
toui^^and they botli laughed a little. 

“ AVell, but—you are yotirself so impru¬ 
dent!—You will promise not to speak to 

VOL. III. I 
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me on—©n a subject which you know I 
have forbidden you t<?uiention—/.hdwhich 
Ivam forbidden to listen to,' 1 believe?” 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, with a sigh. 

“ I was bom to obey you—and I wiU, in 
all things'^” said the young peer, who cer¬ 
tainly did not hesitate to make promises. 
“ But, then, you must promise me to look 
less bewitching!—Dearest Geraldine, I 
will pledge myself only to worship you in 
my soul and in my eyes! The severest 
moralist wiU allow that—at least, let him 
j3fie-you, and he will absolve me if he 
blames.” 

“FoUy, fbUy! — Well, I avUI go, then, 
if you will promise not to trench on this 
forbidden subject,” said Mrs. Sparkleton 
—in accents meant to be rebuking and 
severe, but full of melting tones. 

Lord Fitzhauton’s rapture, his pledges 
©f eternal love and gratitude, were again, 
very considerably out of place, “^rs. 
Sparkleton herself perceived it. 

“ Do not burst into these acclamations, 
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or we shall be overheard—and people will 
wonder see so n)|p.ch thankfulness dis¬ 
played fof the privilege of "paying 0 |ie 
a bill!—I shall be at Millefleurs’ at half¬ 
past five—I wish meanwhile you would 
leave me. I do not wish to bb seen by 
any one in your company!” 

Charity was condemned to hear another 
effusion of passionate love and gratitude, 
which compelled, even her innocent and 
guileless simplicity to conceive the most 
terrible suspicions of the nature of the 
interview in contemplation I Terribl^to 
her; for Charity, among her innumerable 

old-fashioned notions, had some of the 

• . 

most antiquated possible on the sacredness 
of the marriage^light, and on female pro¬ 
priety in general. 

Mrs. Sparkleton replied with rebuke, 
but of th'bt tender and gentle kind which 
rather encourages than abasfies the orators 
of passion. In short, before they parted, 
the conviction was fuUy established in 
poor Charity’s mind, that her own success- 

i2 
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ful rival was in almost inevitable danger 
of becoming also h^? cousin, lAdy Fitz- 
hauton’s guilty one! 

To increase her'' perturbation, Mrs. 
Sparkleton remained, after Lord Fitzhau- 
ton, at lier earnest entreaty, had with¬ 
drawn—very likely to establish an alibi. 
She even commenced a suiwey of the lace- 
work on the stall with the curiosity of an 
amateur. Horrified and>.confused, Charity 
still kept her visage out of-sight, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton had twice inquired the price of 
a,fij ie lacd veil, without receiving any reply, 
when luckily Miss Disimap returned. 

“ Miss Green, don’t you hear?—A lady 
is inquiring the price of that veil—^the 
one with the open roses.” I 

Charity was never very good at acting; 
yet she managed to give a start on this 
occasion, ’as if her attention was roused 
for the first time; and, rising with som^ 
murmured apology about a cold^he 
named a price which rather surprised 
Miss Dishnap. 
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“ Ten guineas!” she whispered; “why, 
you onlyV^sked five yesterday!” 

Mrs. Spankleton also se<!med a lit^Je 
surprised; for she glanced at the vender 
inquiringly. The innocent Charity trem¬ 
bled and blushed scarlet befieath the 
obsex'vation of her by no meafts equally 
innocent rival—nio^e ashamed, perhaps, 
of her involuntary detection than the' par¬ 
ties themselves wpuld have been, but for 
fear of consequences. Nevertheless, even 
Charity was surprised at the haughtiness 
of superiority with which the aristocratic 
customer exiynined the plebeian shop-gi^ 
apparently struck by some recioUection of 
her features. 

“ Ten guineas is a great deal for such a 
thing as that, though it is pretty!—But 
have I not seen you before—I cannot 
remembef where?” said Mrs. Sparhieton, 
fit last, in her most condescending and 
melj^uous tones. 

“ She is mostly here, ma’am, and per¬ 
haps you may have seen her before, or 
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been a purchaser. Miss Green’s custo¬ 
mers are sure to con^ back,” rejjiied Miss 
Djishnap, observing that Charity visibly 
hesitated. 

“ Miss Green!—Green—Green ?—Can 
it really be? I must surely be mistaken 1 
—Have y6u a sister, pr any relation called 
Patience, I believe, tl^at lives with a lady 
of the name of Gullibull, at Putney?” 

“ My name is Charity—but I have left 
Mrs. GuUibuU’s some time!” faltered the 
young girl. 

“ Indeed!—Why, I thought you were 
a niece, or some relation of that sort!” 
observed Mrs. Sparkleton, ‘with evident 
surprise and some trepidation. “ Do you 
remember me?—And how strange it is 
that Lord Fitzhauton—I accidentally met 
his lordship as I was making some pur¬ 
chase# in the bazaar—should ‘not have 
known of youV being here?” 

“ Miss Green is not at present om^ery 
good terms -^th her relations, madam,” 
said Miss Dishnap. 
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“ _Ah! that is the reason why you did 
not spe^!—orwer^ounot in the stall?’’ 
returned\[rs. SparJcleton, Avith very con- 
dderable ai&iety. “ You heard his lord¬ 
ship’s voice, did you not?” 

Charity felt excessively confused—al¬ 
most dizzy. But the kindness, and timi¬ 
dity of her character would not suffer her 
to inflict any pain on others which ^e 
could possibly prevent. She replied, in a 
quivering tone—I heard a voice, but I 
did not like to look round, because the 
whole family have discarded me on ac¬ 
count—on account—because the son Slid 
I—^because Mr. Midas and I Tiisagreed.” 

“ I will see ybu reconciled some day—I 
am told I hav(^ some influence there,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleto)i, playfixUy—but with con¬ 
siderable anxiety. “ Yet we spoke in 
whispers—we hardly spoke a]x)ve our 
breath,” she thought,—“and this girf seems 
^al^ deaf—and very simple, almost to 
stupidity. Besides, she could only con¬ 
clude, if she heard anything, that we were 
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discussing some matter of business—and 
she is at variance with all that ^t.” 

Nevertheless, it occurred to .her that it 
would be as well to conciliate ‘the goodwill 
of the young lacewoman. It would be 
amusing .also to wear a veil -which she 
could teU every one -w^as bought by her in 
a bazaar, of Lady Fitzhauton’s cousin. 

‘ “ I remember you asked me something 
about the value of lace at Mrs. GuUi- 
bull’s,” she said in the sweetest tones of 
her winning voice. “ I had no idea that 
you had any dispute with the family at 
-^h?rtime; but I really do not think the 
lace dear atf ten guineas. Send it to my 
house this evening, if yofi please; and I 
shall be very happy if you«,Avill also make 
me a blonde lace veil, threg times as long, 
with lilies and myrtle in the pattern, for 
a wedding I am to be at, veiy shortly.” 

Charity bowed with peculiar stiffness, 


and: mechanically took out her little po^et- 
book,—which was her whole machinery 


of bookkeeping*,—as if to enter the order. 
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But her hand trembled so, that she feared 
to attem^ pencillinnp the words. Luckily 
Miss Disnsiap mistook the 'cause of her 
hesitation. 

“ What name and address, madam?” 

“ Mrs. Sparkleton — the II§nourable 

Mrs. Sparkleton,-;-Street,*Belgrave- 

square,” replied the lady, delighted to find 
she was forgotten; and with an affaire 
smile and nod she took her departure. 

Goethe likens the tremendous office 
imposed on tlie kindly and inactive nature 
of Hamlet, to an oak planted in a flower¬ 
pot, which ^t splits and rends in the 
growth. A bad comparison jvith regard 
to the vasty mind of the philbsophic prince, 
but a good ill»sti*ation of poor Charity’s 
—'with such a secret as the one she had 
unwillingly acquii’ed at work 'within it. 
Miss Hishnap—herself given tcvloqg re¬ 
veries—■wondered at the profound thought 
Th ■xjjiich she continued buried for a con¬ 
siderable time after Mrs. Sparklcton’s dis¬ 
appearance. Her features' also wei^ 
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agitated, and, at times, tears strained 
through the lids which vainly en^avoured 
to suppress-them. Ax first, ]M[i4s Dishnap 
imagined that the apparition of the fine 
lady whom she had known in her uncle’s 
house had forced upon her more painfiiUy 
than usual the change in her circum- 
stances. But at last she remembered that 
Mr. Midas Gullibull’s new intended was 
called Sparkleton, and thought she could 
account for the disturbance visible in her 
young friend’s demeanour. Still she was 
too delicate to make any observation. 

■ T3y and by Charity began to grow more 
composed;^the drops ceased* to distil from 
her eyes; and*some feeling of an unwont- 
edly earnest and resolved character im¬ 
pressed itself upon her countenance. Miss 
Dishnap silently bemused what it could 
be; ^nd.she was altogether uflprepared 
for what—with all her partiality—she 
could not help considering a displ^ 
meanness of spirit, when Charity suddenly 
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rose,' and said she felt tired of work, and 
would t^e the veil j'lome before tea. 

“ But yStyhave had no dihlier yet, and 
it is four o’clock!”* said Miss Dishnap, 
glancing at the great dial of the bazaar. 
“ And you really intend to lake Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s moneyf though that fellow, 

Midas-” • , 

“ She has bought the veil, and has a 
right to it; and J have si.ch a dreadful 
headache, I cannot eat, or work,” replied 
Charity; and hastily arranging the lace in 
a parcel, and putting on her bonnet and 
shawl, she made her way froiit the bazaar 
into the street. 
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CHAPTER VL 

We have often been obliged indirectly to 
apologise to people who know the Avorld 
ibr Miss Green’s singular demeanour in it. 
But how shall Ave excuse the ridiculous 
romance of the project which had noAV 
taken possession of her ideas, or even make 
a reader of sense believe in the probability 
of so foolish a piece of g^ierosity as she 
was about to perpetrate ? • Mdiat revenge 
more complete could any Avoman have de¬ 
sired ron a faithless lover than tliat which 
apparently aAvaited Midas GuUibuU?.^—o^ 
a rival, than that which she should hasP it 
in her power to inflict on Mrs. Sparkleton! 
—on a whole family which had treated her 
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with.such neglect and contumely, than to 
permit ?)je disgrace_ and anguish pretty 
ceitain to mljow to a?l the parties involved 
in the guilty intrigun she should have it 
in her powento divulge? 

Yet Charity Gi'een was now t?iklng her 
deliberate way—not,to Mi’s. Sparkletou’s 
house—but to Madajne Millefleurs’, deter¬ 
mined to use the lace veil as a pretext for 
an inteiwiew with the hr'mer lady, in 
which she might confess what she had 
overheard, and exhort her to shun the 
dangerous interview projected, under a 
solemn pronyse of secrecy in case she re¬ 
linquished all future correspondence with 
the young nobleman, her cousin’s husband. 
She had little ^ubt that Mrs. Sparkleton 
would then, at once, either resolve to quit 
the scene of her danger, or marry Midas; 
in whose* guardian care there was,little 


fear that she could go astraj^ or that much 
intejKiourse would continue with the Fitz- 


hautons. At all events a great sin would 
];e prevented, in Charity’s’unfashionable 
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apprehension; and her tedious sacrifice 
might at length be consummated'. 

^Charity conducted^ herselfi'iil the afiair 
with a coolness and .xesolution which she 
did not often display in others of more 
directly personal moment; she took up her 
station with her parcel in a doorway which 
commanded the fronj of Madame Mille- 
'fleurs’ house, and waited until she saw 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s carriage drive up. Her 
heart, it is true, a little failed her when 
she beheld her splendid rival alight, ex¬ 
quisitely dressed, enter the house, and 
order her vehicle to return, she said she 
meant to -^alk home throu'gh the Park. 
Charity gave her only just time to mount 
the stairs, when she • foUawed, and rung 
the bell at the just-closed door. 

A porter, full as proud as the “ proud 
portey” of the dolorous ballad of the Lord 
Bateman, opefied it. He regarded Charity 
with a nose turned up by nature, but^tm 
farther elevated by a supercilious leer, and 
inquired her liusiness. She was told, she 
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said, .to'bring a veil to the lady wbo had 
just entered, and desired to be allowed to 
foUow he:^up stairs. The pfoud porter 
stared at her rather ineredulously, motioned 
to a hall chair, whispered something up a 
pipe, and resumed his own seat Ih wicker 
sedan, and a morning.journal which he had 
just laid down. 

Charity had hopes that Lord Fitzhauton 
had not yet arrived; and Icing no great 
proficient in intrigue, she was also im¬ 
pressed with the innocent conviction that 
he would be sure to enter at the front 
door, where «he sate sentry. Neverthe¬ 
less, she felt Ihe value of every instant of 
time, and was fretted with the most 
anxious desire'to obtain admittance to 
Mrs. SparkletoH; and, after waiting about 
ten minutes in the utmost impatience, she 
renewed £er request to the porter, and de¬ 
clared that she must see tfie lady imme- 
diatsAy. 

“ Mmt is for the king, or the queen, I 
should say; and you an’t quite everything 
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yourself, I suppose?” said the porter, with 
mocking gravity. “If your lousiness is 
SCI must wait till it<^c6ols; at all 

events, I can’t give- an answer till I get 
one.” And he resumed, with much relish, 
the peruifel of a leading article, comment¬ 
ing ■with ^reat severity on the foreign 
policy of the moment, in which, it seemed, 
’'he falsified the general complaint of jour¬ 
nalists, and took great ^tcrest. 

Twenty minutes elapsed, and then 
Charity’s anxiety could no longer be con¬ 
trolled. She remembered to have heard 
or read of the efficacy of a peculiar oint¬ 
ment applied to the palms of servitors, of 
high and low degree alike, and trembling 
lest it should be consider^! an insult by 
the grandly liveried functionary, she put 
a half-crown into his hand, and begged so 
earnestly he would procure her admit¬ 
tance to the lady, that he Avas surprised 
Who is she? If she hasn’t goWthe 
goods, you needn’t be afraid! And if she 
has, and is one of our customers, she is 
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sure not^to be a bilk—a regular one, at 
least, young woman,” he said, accepting 
the half-cro^ with tlie dignity of a minii- 
ter receiving on a tr^sury-warrant. 

“ No, I don’t think that at all! I don’t 
think I’m to be cheated. It is the^onour- 
able Mrs. Sparkleton j but I must see her 
about—about another piece of lace—im¬ 
mediately.” 

“ Oh, if it’s her,f—l don’t wonder you 
would like ready money. Between you 
and me and the wall. Miss, most people 
would rather have her money than her 
note, and as you ’ seem a sensible young 
woman—” he moved again to his pipe of 
communication, and called the message 
louder up it—young woman with some 
lace had been oitiered to call and see the 
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton immediately.” 
Then listening for a brief pause, hd turned, 
^jjd -with a bland smile repeated the reply. 
“ Mr#. Sparkleton is not in the Magazin, 
and is not at all expected tojday.” 

“ But she must be—I saw her myself 

. VOL. HI. K 
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^ in,” said Charity, mth ve^iemende. 
“ She is in the house, and I i^ust and I 
will see her.” " ' 

“ Is there anythifig up? It an’t shop¬ 
lifting, is it?” exclaimed the porter, in 
astonisKment. 

“ Mrs. Sparkletom—steal!” said Charity, 
half bewildered. •“ But perhaps they 
think she don’t want to see me. Say that 
I was to come % dppomtment, —say that I 
know she is here!—say anything, so that I 
may get to see her.” 

This second message duly transmitted 
up the leaden telegraph, produced the per¬ 
sonal descent of a messenger from the 
upper regions, in the shape of a young 
French girl, who seemed,*'glad of any pre¬ 
tence to descend, she tripped down so 
cheerfully. “ Madame desires^ to inform 
laj0Unepersonne dat she is a mistake. Dere 
is no Madame Spark—Spark—I can^t 
spik de word. Nobody of de name^t all 
ever come here.” And with a smile and 
a curtsy she was about to trip up again, 



OE, THE DATS WE LITE IN. 131 

after-th^delivery of this clear notification, 
when Chamty exclaimed—“ Let me see 
Madame Mi^efleurs herself then. I insist 
upon it! Tell her that I will else expose 
-—say, I must see Mrs. Sparkleton, or it 
will be the worse for you all!” 

“ Goodness!—these fine ladies have 
taken to prigging in style now-a-days! Jt 
may be worth aU our whiles to hold our 
tongues—Ill go myself und deliver the 
message,” said the porter, aghast, but not 
insensible to the views of interest opened. 
“ Wliat is the name of the shop?—What 
has she prigged?’ 

“ Let me see Madame MiUefleurs, that 
is all,” replied Charity; and the proud 
porter, laying a^de the stately stiffness of 
his customary ‘manner, rushed up the 
stairs. ?he young French girl instantly 
began a babble about the weather, and the 
p|a*k, and the new fashions from Paris, in 
broken English, to entertain her visitor 
But Charity took no manner of notice of 
what she said, and the porter returned so 
k2 



132 THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS; 

fast, that there was no occasion^ to-feign 
much. Permission was given to the 
strange young woman to ^o*^ up stairs. 
“ But mind what ydu say,” he observed; 
“ There’s a gentleman there, and Madame 
looked vexed because I mentioned the 
lady’s name before Mm.” 

.-• The French milliner guided Charity up¬ 
stairs, into one of the rooms of the first 
great suite in which Madame Millefleurs 
displayed her manufactures. An _ ele¬ 
gantly carpeted drawing-room, furnished 
h la Louis Quatorze, in a rich and profusely 
gilded style, was the apartment into which 
Charity was ushered. It was here that 
Madame Millefleurs stored her treasures 
of costumes and authorities for fancy balls, 
which were, at that time, i;he vogue. And 
here Charity found the great Modiste 
engaged in a pleasant chit-chat on the 
subject of some fancy dresses which s(^e 
ladies “ had done him the honour to re¬ 
quest him to choose %r them,” with no 
less refined and tasteful a personage than 
—Viscount Deville. 
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His lordship’s rank and business were 
of themselves the most powerful recom¬ 
mendation^ f© favour with "marchange 
de modes. But, in ad(htion, he was a noble¬ 
man of so insinuating an address, seemed 
to have so little of the English ariwocratic 
morgue, spoke “ French of Paris” so 
fluently, was so thoroughly weU acquainted 
with all the sayings and doings, and re- 
markabOities of tljpt capital, that Madame 
MiUefleurs was in positive ecstasies with 
him. He had already spent a considerable 
time at his task, and meant to spend a 
good deal longer,‘when Charity Green was 
ushered in. 

Charity instantly recollected the name 
and rank of the^ersonage before her, and 
her embarrassment increased, until she 
perceived,—or thought she perceived,— 
that he did not recognise her ‘in turn. 
Perhaps his lordship had forgotten her 5 , 
whether he had or not, he was equally 
certain not to ret^gnise her, even with his 
eyes, until he had satisfied himself tliat it 
wpuld be convenient to do so. 
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“ What is dat you say? I tell ^you dere 
is no Madame Sparkleton here! She was 
oijce buy of me, but 'not now/ You are 
importune. I sell my dentelles myself. 
Why do you bring wood to de forest?” 
said Madame MiUefleurs, eyeing the appli¬ 
cant with'extreme anxiety. 

I know Mrs. Sparkleton is in your 
house, ma’am, I saw her come in with my 
own eyes,—and I must^gpeak with her, to 
prevent—I want to speak to her on the 
most important and urgent business!” re¬ 
turned Charity Green, very firmly. 

“ Mrs. Sparkleton!” repeated his lord- 
ship. “ I was not quite certain when I 
heard the name a few moments ago. It 
is a lady who, I am pr^ud to say, is a 
most particular friend of mine. My name 
is' DeviHe—Viscount DeviUe,—and if the 
young woman is charged with any parcel 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, she may confide^ 
without scruple.” 

“ Entendez-vous? hi^ lordship is your 
acution!''' said Madame MiUefleurs, with a 
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wave of the hand, signifying that the case 
was disnoissed. 

“No; Ivnust see «Mrs. Sparjdeton her¬ 
self—I must, and I will!” returned tte 
applicant. 

“ Is she ecervelee? Is she of her 
semises ?” exclaimed Madame MiUefleurs. 
“ AUez-vous-en—go ais moment—or I 
send for a police that taxe you to prisoli.” 

“Itwill be better for you not,—better for 
every one. Only let me see Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton for an instant,—^let me save her; let me 
speak to you, Madame MiUefleurs, only one 
moment, by yourself!” implored Chaiity, 
so passionately, that Madame*MiUefleurs 
was very much%larmed, and the viscount 
was also struck^with an apprehension that 
some foil to his gcheme was in preparation. 

“ I should certainly recommend you, 
Madame,-—this young person se_ems very 
extraordinarily excited—1» should cer¬ 
tainly wo# recommend you to introduce her 
to an interview, even if Mrs. Sparkleton 
diould accidently be in the house,” , he 
said. 
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“ But she is not, I assure — on my 
honneur!” replied Madame Miilefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

“ I know no reason why sKe should not 
be. What could be more simple than that 
a lady sl^i^uld be at her milliner’s?” replied 
his lordship. “ But from the excited man¬ 
ner of this young woman—and I have 
sofne indistinct recollection to have seen 
her in a family, for the amiable heir of 
which she may possibly nave formed some 
attachment—and 1 am but too well aware 
that he is an aspirant to Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
notice,—it might not be (ialt9gether expe¬ 
dient to adhait her to the interview she so 
peremptorily demands.” 

“ You hear! Leave ray house imme¬ 
diately, or I give you into keep of de 
police for a nuisance, to take care of;” 
said Madame MiUefleurs, with Sdolence, 
finding herself so efficiently supported. 

“ Then you will cause her ruin, and tUh 
ruin of a whole family, and the destruc¬ 
tion of their sduls, perhaps! Don’t be so 
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wicked, Madame!” exclaimed Charity. 
“ I cannox; explain my meaning before this 
gentleman^ 'but do let me speak to y 9 u 
alone, Madame.” 

“ What is the meaning of this, Madame 
MUlefleurs? This does seem a'little sin¬ 
gular,” said the viscQunt, modulating his 
voice to a very stroijg expression of sus¬ 
picion. “ Excuse me, Madame, but I have 
relations with Mrs. Sparkle ton, which per¬ 
haps authorise me to demand an explana¬ 
tion of these words.” 

“ What explication, when she is mad? 
Send for a gepdarme—I wiU gjve her into 
custody, if slie goes not this momfiof ” 
said the marfhande, staftiping on the 
ground with race. “ Robert! Robert! some 
one go for a gendarme.” 

Charity was greatly alarmed at this 
menace. The dreadful idea ®f Ijeing 
dragged along the streets as*a malefactor, 
to"^ station-house, was alone sufficient to 
strike her with dismay. And she felt, 
moreover, that she could oSer no excuse 
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for her extraordinary conduct, hut what 
would defeat its purpose, or seem like a 
libellous exaggeration of her pflhnce. But 
a thought occurred tp her, aiid we almost 
wonder how it did, to endeavour, in an in¬ 
direct m*fmer, to excite the apprehensions 
of Madame MiUefleuys. 

“Let me see Lord.Fitzhauton, then— 
.Mr; GulHbuU’s brother-in-law—I know he 
is here,”- she exclaimed; and in reality 
Madame MiUefleurs was thrown into a 
state of indescribable agitation by the 
words. 

“ Lord Fitzhauton bore! — It is one 
,gi^t—ope .great- 7 -what you caU un dm- 
p^'on faux —a 43186 hoodl What for his 
lordsheep come to my house? Suis-jeper> 
sonne de la sorte f I will not be insult— 
chez moi—in my own house. Robert F 
and she bawled with all the force of her 
sharp-edged Parisian voice down the 
jape. “ Robert, —come and rid me of ^ 
criature infame qui veut deshonnerer ta 
maitresse F 
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The jjroud porter would no doubt have 
responded with zeal to the summons,— 
Lord Deviftltt had ju5t got into-the mid^e 
of a suggestion, that* perhaps his lordship 
had arranged to meet Lady FitzJiauton at 
Madame MiUefleurs’ establishmem—when 
a thundering knock ghook the house, and 
announced an arrival of importance. “Ah, 
she wishes to make me infame !—to show, 
policemen in my^ house. Who is dis?— 
Let her wait till I speak Avith Madame 
Rat-tat-tat-tat! But no, non,— Robert ^— 
am abroadbut almost as this order was 
telegraphed,,Madame Rat-tat-tat-tat en¬ 
tered the presence which sha was 
denied, having f'ushed past* the porter and 
flown up the stairs, in the space occupied 
to prohibit her ladmission. 

The consternation of Charity Green was 
perhaps not much less than, thgit of 
Madame MiUefleurs herself, when she re- 
c^^;nised the infuriated countenance of 
Lady Fitzhauton, who was undoubtedly 
out of what little reason she ever pos- 
sgssed, with passion! 
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She took no notice apparently of. any 
one present but Madame Millefleurs, to 
wjiom she exclaimed, fii tones th^t quivered 
with rage, “ Where is Mrs. Sparkleton!— 
where is my husband, you vile Avoman,- 
you! Show me where they are, or I will 
—I will cSdl in the police! I will have 
them up before the Lord Mayor! Let me 
"See them this moment, you wi’etch, you! 
—^you Avicked FrenchA^roman!—you dis¬ 
graceful creature, you! You deserve to 
be indicted, and you shall be, for harbour¬ 
ing such monsters!” 

Madame Millelieurs’ liottcr judgment 
.a«A.-?elf possession almost d&erted her in 
this dreadful exigency; for, coupling the 
apparition of the jealous A^Jife Avith that of 
Charity Green, she had little doubt that 
the interview between Lord Fi^tzhauton 
and Mrs. «Sparkleton, under her roof, Avas 
discovered, arid vieAved in a very unplea¬ 
sant light. But her genius only desei^d 
her for a moment. “ Ah, miladi!—what 
for tant de colere 1 They scrutinise my 
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accounts together in the Salon de Coiffiire 1 
—inilor pay me; and they demand of 
me,—‘ Do* not meirtion it, because W^a- 
dame wishes no one to know she is forced 
to borrow of milor!’ ” 

“ Show me to them—I’ll account with 
them!” returned Lady Fitzhauton. 

“I strongly advise you, Madame, to let 
her ladyship witness, with her own eyes, 
the perfectly harmless nature of this in¬ 
terview,” said Deville, in his calm, mock¬ 
ing tones. 

“ Dis young personne can witness!’ Ah, 
miss, do you, nc^t bring lace ^ to show, to 
Madame Spatk at dis iuoment?’’ 4 aidJiie- 
modiste, turnifig with very altered 
visage, to Chaifity Green. 

“ To save hor, as you said, from ruin 
and degradation?” chimed in the viscount. 

‘ ‘ She!—rwho are you, woman ?■—Cljarity 
Green!” exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton, in 
extreme surprise. “ Why, you told me 
yourself about them! You told me they 
meant to behave to me as tliey have done 
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—*to cheat me, to make a fool of. me! 
And I know what you want now with 
y9ur falser^vidence ih her faV6ur 1 You 
want her to marry *Midas, that you may 
bring your action against him! But I 
know the Salon de Coiffure,—I’ll find 
them, if they loll met’” 

And Lady Fitzhauton flew out of the 
fTOom in a delirium of rage, which gave 
every reason to apprehend the worst con> 
sequences, if not to herself, from herself. 
Madame Millefleurs stood petrified; Lord 
DevUle did not offer to move; and only 
Charity Green darted out^after the furious 
to endeavour' to preveilt the tragical 
consequences \\ihich might well be appre¬ 
hended. But she only reaj^ed the bottom 
of the stairs, down which Lady Fitzhau¬ 
ton had rushed, with, apparentljj. a good 
knowledge of the topography of the house, 
at the instant* when her ladyship dashed 
open the door of the Salon de Coiffure; ^hd 
there, indeed, at a central table of many, 
all covered with bonnets and caps, and 
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artificial flowers innumerable, sate Mrs. 
Sparkleton—^the books of the firm open 
before he»,‘tfind het own ve:^?^ng ac- 
counts scattered ove* the board. And that 
would have been all very well, only Lord 
Fitzhauton was kneeling quite closely at 
her feet, with both Jier hands* clasped in 
his—one of his arnjs around her waist— 
and pouring forth some wild rhapsoay 
intenningled with still wilder kisses, to 
which Mrs. Spai 4 leton, who was Weeping 
profusely, seemed to have resigned her¬ 
self! Lady Fitzhauton had the pleasure 
to catch the, fo^owing words, for the ac¬ 
countants y^BTQ too njuch ^sajdied,Jta 
notice her en 4 ry at the< first moment, 
violent as it>was:—“Nay, you cannot, 
you shall not, <iny longer deny that you 
love m^' Love dimples all your smiles— 
sparkles in your eyes—waves in, your 
tresses—makes all your movements music 
- 5 fnakes an atmosphere of roses wherever 
you are! Only say it,—only confess it, 
—say, ‘ Charles, 1 love you!’ ” 
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“ Yes, Charles, I do love you! , But 
leave me; you will destroy me! Do you 
not love 'SJie too? It is aU i ask!—love 
me better than all the world/” 

“A million, million times! I would 
say so d)dxore the universe with pride; 
and-” - 

“ Will you say so before me, you wicked, 
^cked wretch! you traitor! you vile 
man!” said a voice, half inarticulate with 
passion; and a form appeared, infinitely 
little expected, and infinitely less desired, 
at thfe moment. As was but polite, both 
parties arose to receive^ the visitor, but 
with an .infitantaneous start,' and a fixity 
of position and'look, when'they had risen, 
not usually remarked in «good society. 
We really do not think that Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton’s bust of fine Carrara marble, which 
her enamoured spouse caused to be exe¬ 
cuted, looked Inuch whiter or more rigid 
than herself on this memorable occasi(^x, 
which she would by no means have 
selected to sit ibr her likeness in. 
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SoijietJiing vulgar would have followed; 
—yes, Lady Fitzhauton, without 
ner of doiih^ would’ have flown at Mbs. 
Sparkleton; she would have scratched her, 
tom her bonnet, and, ui fact, bemauled her 
—as if she had not been the Hon’C)urable 
Mrs. Sparkleton—as if slie hersdlf had not 
been the Right Honourable Lady Fitzhau- 
ton—but simply ajealous woman and her 
rival, in that inferior class of society which 
takes its name from the merchandise it 
sells, which merchandise is fish. Some- 
thing vulgar would most decidedly have 
happened, on ianej side at leasf j for Mi’s. 
Sparkleton mi^ht be considered-HSTferstit 
combat in one sAse, with t<?rror and sur¬ 
prise—if Lord^JFitzhauton had not I’e- 
covered his self-possession in time to rush 
between the belligerents—this attacking 
England, ana this defenceless •Greece! 
He managed to catch Lady Fitzhauton 
in Ms arms in her onward rush, and to 
hold her. “ My dear Lady Fitzhauton, 
listen to reason! What is the matter? 

yoL. Ill/ L 
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We are only looking over some, long ac- 
coltii't.'?^ which-” 

f “ Yes^rom the time you'Vfere in Paris, 
from the time you' were in Paris! Let 
me go I Papa!—Mamma!—Lord Deville! 
—let the go!” shrieked Jjady Fitzhauton. 

“ My dearest, I do assure you, on my 

honour as a gentleman-” 

O, madame,believe me—on my honneur, 
you may believe me,-^I am most respect¬ 
able /” said Madame Millefleurs, who had 
now rushed in. 


“ I will believe nobody. I will believe 
my own eyes and my(ow.i ears! I wiU 
■kilHKi-l*'’ 

“Mrs. SparHeton, mAke your escape, 
pray; leave me to explaif^matters, or this 
violent woman will be at you I” said Fitz¬ 
hauton, excessively agitated, a^ad obliged 
to ‘cxeft all his strength to restrain his 
wife’s fury. 

“Oh, yes, yes; let there be-no j^acm 
in my hojise—no cowhatP implored 
Madame Millefleurs. 
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“Lg,d37 Fitzhauton, in the name of 
heaven! ...” faltered Mrs. Spa^lsletflh, 
“Do not ct)Memn ihe because appearr 
ances. ... It was imprudent indeed to 
borrow money of your husband—but my 
raihvay speculations—I can make it Clearly 
appear—it was neceseary to explain for 
what reasons-” 

“You had better go, (leraldineI” inter¬ 
rupted Lord Fitzhauton. “ This mad 
woman never had a particle of reason in 
her quietest moments—and now—I reaUy 
can’t hold her if you don’t go!” 

“ I will explaini all, the moipeht Lady 
Fitzhauton— -” began Mrs. Sp«fMefk)n. 

“ For God’s ss<ke go, ma’jfin, or she will 
loll herself in^j^is paroxysm of fury,” 
implored Charity? 

“ No, sl|p will not kill herself—^no, she 
will not oblige her husband and friends so 
■ much!” returned Lady FitzSauton, with 
irontbal fuiy. “ Don’t, fancy it, Miss 
'Green! She will live to take her revenge 1 
—to expose this fine lady—this duke’s 
L 2 
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granddaughter — to the . scorji pf the 
I’ll be divorced in the House of 
Lords, ^d everybody will be’-sure to read 
that in the papers,-i—so be sure and take 
in the Mm ning Post the day after to- 
morrdSv, Mrs. Sparkleton!” 

“Don't drive them to desperation!— 
Lady Fitzhauton, censider!” said Charity 
Green. “ Do go, Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
I’ll try and soothe her, and reason with 
her, to forgive you, if you will promise 
never to speak to him again.” 

“ I will—I do—best of creatures I I’ll 
give you a thousand pounds—anything— 
►if jfwi- mil!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, almost 
out of her sehses with fA;r and confusion; 
and, finding that ther^’spras no hope of 
obtaining a hearing, she complied with 
the very general desire of thf) company, 
and, with a look of speechless despair and 
entreaty at Lady Fitzhauton, which might 
have moved to .mercy any fury bulfthat 
of jealousy, clasping her hands, wringing 
them, and bursting into a frenzy of hys¬ 
teric grief, she made her exit. 
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She . boStieved afterwards—her senses 
were so disordered—that she was Stkty 
lunatic for Some moiftents, during which 
she thought she distinctly heard the voice 
of Lord Deville as she passed an ^en door 
in her flight, saying, in an equai)?(3 and 
calm tone, to the youMg Prench^i -1 who 
had remained in attendance on liitn- 5 - 
“ Yes, that oriental garb will admirably 

suit the dark and somewhat Hebrew 

• 

character of the lady Jemima’s beauty, 
who wishes to personate the late Sir 
AValter Scott’s liebecca. Her younger 
sister will go t»s the Morning Star; her 

mother-” but me rest of the^styritmce 

was not heard b^]\Irs. SparJileton. 

Meanwhile escape had added to 
Lady Fitzhauton’s exasperation, and she 
burst intol such a torrent of positively 
abusive words and epithets at her husband, 
that, culpable as he was, his own naturally 
violet and headstrong sjurit was roused 
to equal exasperation. In vain did 
Charity Green and Madame Millefleurs 
endeavour, by interposing all sorts of 
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arguments and entreaties, to c£^Im them. 
Htxshand and wife were alike deaf to 
<jpunsel''or imploration; and'^Fitzhauton, 
who had at first endeavoured to appease 
his consort with apologies and promises, 
now aficiswered her reproaches and threats 
with defiance and scorn. And as soon as 


hft felt assured of Mrs. Sparklcton’s safety, 
he lost all regard for decency or command 
over his temper; and telling her ladyship 
—entering into the spirit of one of her 
menaces—that the sooner she released 
him from bonds he detested, by procuring 
a divorce, »the better, h^ flung out of the 
•Toom;*t(Mti out of the house. Then, find¬ 
ing no object'left on wFicli to wreak her 
wrath, and overcome by.^e passions thus 
deprived of vent, Lady Fitzhauton fainted 
away in the arms of Charity Gf een. 

Madame Millefleurs protesting, in ac¬ 
cents of despair, that she was ruined for 
ever—that her reputation was destroyed 
i—^that no la<iy would dare ever again set 
foot in her house—^rendered but very little 
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assistance. Nevertheless Charity managed 
to get Lady Fitzhauton to a sofa, where 
she sunk baek insensible, and then applied 
herself to give her all the assistance pos¬ 
sible. She knew that Lady Fitzhauton 
always carried a smelling-b'bttle, and 
sought for it in he^ pocket; and, while 
rummaging, an une:^pected and undesired 
ally appeared in the person of ITorc^' 
Deville. But he set himsulf to work with 
such activity ancf judgment, in reviving 
Lady Fitzhauton, that Charity could not 
well express any dissatisfaction. Only, 
when her lat^yship revived, she was both 
disgusted and |arprised with *t).T, 9 ,profu¬ 
sion and careafing familiarity of the vis¬ 
count’s kind ^.tentions. 

“ Thank (jfod, she revives! her beautiful 
eyes bea|n once more upon me!—Dearest, 
live, if for no other reason thaij that you 
may not kill me too!” he exclaimed, seat¬ 
ing himseK beside her, and supporting her 
with his arm, so that her head rested on. 
his shoulder. “ Believe me, there is still 
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one heart wholly yours, wholly de^voted to 
youi. _ Sweetest, he is unworthy of a single 
one of these precious tears—^ceasc, then, 
to weep, I beseech you!” 

“ 0, Lord Deville, was ever any person 
treatedj.s I am ?” sobbed Lady Fitzhaxiton. 

And now, very likejy he is gone to run 
away with her!” 

“ Not if you will take my advice—if 
you will recal him to you by moderation, 
by kindness, by forgiveness!” interposed 
Chaidty. “ Only go home, dear Lady Fitz- 
hautoti, and send me to him with some 
message of the sort, and I know he will 
returrtick^u very gladljiJ’ ' 

*‘You are imthe conspk|;acy, too, you 
ungrateful creature, you I’^^retorted the 
wrongheaded peeress. “And it is hor¬ 
rible of you, after all we have ^ne for 
you; ^aftec feeding, and clothing, and 
sheltering you' for I don’t know how many 
years, to turn like a serpent and stifig 
one cousin, in order that you may rob the 
other! But IVfidas shall never marry her; 
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I will make her infamous wherever she 
goes!” 

Charity »wTa,s silent*; but Madame Mil^js- 
fleurs made amende. “ Ah, of what 
consequence is it to be innocente in this 
culpable world?” she exclaimed. li^It is 
all one grande mep^ise —for dere is no 
affaire with milor and Madame.” 

“You do not know her; you are very* 
innocent, Madame Millefleurs, and judge 
from the innocence of your o^vn heart,” 
replied his lordsliip, ironicrdly. “ You can¬ 
not tell how deceitful women are, being 
one yourself Hi 

“ To spik sd oyMadaiqe—so good.to all 
the world!” we^ Milleflem's. 

“ Too goodiqr me, then,” said Deville, 
Avith a bitten^inile. 

“ Non,<miilor! she is no better den she 
should be!” replied the marchaiade, ;ivith 
zealous vivacity. 

•Ha, ha, your random bolt has, I be¬ 
lieve, hit the mark,” said his lordship, 
with a studied air of gloom. “ But I 
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h^ve a right, Madame Millefleurs—mark 
you, a right!—to obtain a confirmation 
of the dreadful suspicions whinfi this scene 
has forced upon me!, I had ‘some reason 
to believe myself an acceptable suitor to 
Mrs. .^ai^leton—as all the world is 
aware—and I request to be allowed a few 
minutes private audiepce with Lady Fitz- 
.hauton, to ascertain the reason of her con¬ 
duct, and decide upon my o-wn.” 

“ But la jalomie wehr ahvays yellow 
spectacles—show all tilings yellow!—Do 
not leok through them, milor!” entreated 
the modiste. 

“ Lsavft.me to form my own conclu¬ 
sions, or I shaJl imagineVou have some 
culpable collusion in thisVextraordinary 
affair!” said Deville, vfith'' vehemence. 
“ Leave me to compare notes vjf.th Lord 
Fitzhautqn’s wife, and no longer torment 
me "with your presence!” 

“ Come, mademoiselle!—^you can bear 
teinoignage all was right—andyou wiU take 
a glass of wine* with me! I render homage 
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to de integrity of your motifs!” exclaimed 
Madame Millefleurs, gracefully offering 
lier hand»t& Charity Green, as if to escort 
her honourably from the apartment. But 
Charity did not so readily accept the olive 
branch, 

“My motives aije my own*—I do not 
ask any one to bear witness to their righ^ 
fulness. But I will not leave this lady, 
my cousin, until I see her in some safe 
protection!” she said, with an enei’gy and 
determination of wliich she did not usually 
exliibit any signs. 

“ I am ii^ safe protectionj—Lord De- 
viUe wll pfotj^t me;,,will you not, my 
lord?” said pady Fitzbauton, with the 
implicit co^ jlence of the sheep in the 
shepherd^vno»feeds to devour it. 

“ my life, dearest one!” 

“ And I am not your cousin at ^! I 
told you so when you disgAced the family 
w going to that bazaar ; and although 
your mother was mamma’s sister, it is 
nothing to me,” said Lady Fitzhauton. 
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“ So, go; for I want nothing with .you— 
and I want to speak with Lord Deville, 
tha^ I may know Ifow to '"bfing the 
wretches to punishment.” 

“ Cousin or none, I declare before 
Heaven-^nd all who hear me, that I will 
not leave ycfu for a sivgle instant until I 
have placed you under your father s care!” 
returned Charity, •with surprising finn- 
ness. “ Then, you can hold what confe¬ 
rence you please ■with Lord Deville; but, 
until then, I will not stir an inch from 
your side, and I will scream murder if any 
one attempts ,to make me !V 

“ What k your, reason^ fol’ this very 
singular resolution, madamV” said Lord 
Deville, dra'wing himself to full height, 
and putting all the terrors of a 5>’andalum 
Magnatum into his aristocratic 'physio¬ 
gnomy, B«t the attempt to overawe only 
roused Charity s indignation to a less 
governable heat. 

“ What is my reason!—Dare you ask 
it, sir, when I have seen you’from the 
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very beginning of your acquaintance doing 
all you possibly could to set Lady Fitz* 
hauton against ber husband—with no 
good intention, I atn sure, to herself!” 

Lord Deville was considerably struck, 
as well with the words, as*witk»the im* 
moveable determiyation which charac¬ 
terized the look and attitude of Charity 
Oreen. His lordship’s knowledge of man¬ 
kind was too profound for him not to 
•conclude, that n*ow this seemingly soft and' 
wavering character had stiffened, like 
water into ice, its impressions, whatever 
they were,««voiild not easily be removed. 

“ Yes, tMs J^oung ^onian *is most de¬ 
cidedly in t^ conspiracy against you— 
but she is^i^ht, in one sense,” he ob¬ 
served, a. pause. “ It may, perhaps, 
be bj^^er, my dearest Lady Fitzhauton, 
that our explanation should take place in 
your kind mother’s presence. She, at hmt, 
Suspects no iU of me! I will not even 
hand you to your carriage, lest a breath 
should countenance this unfeeling woman’s 
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aspersions! But in the afternooi^, I will 
do myself the very great honour and hap¬ 
piness of seeing you at Putneyl”*’ 

“ Yes, for I will never go home again, 
until he begs me on his biees to do so!— 
And I'«'iir expose her everywhere this 
very instant—but Miss Green shall not go 
with me!” 

».“But I WILL, Lady Fitzhauton! you 
shall not hinder me! If you will not let 
me go home with you, 1 will take a cab 
and follow your carriage until I see you 
fairly In! What might people say or 
think if you ,were left in thisr*house with 
this wicked man?” retumH Gharity. 

“ Helas! ma iraputation k sighed Ma¬ 
dame MiUefleurs. “ No oi^Vhall stay in 
it!—Cleave my house, all do woild!” 

Finding at last that Charity waMnflex- 
ibly b^ht on seeing her cousin safely home, 
diMws'iscount thought it best to seem to 
md in her purpose; and, with much p^I'- 
suasion, he finally prevailed oh Lady 
Fitzhauton, though with very great re* 
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luctajice, to accept the proposed escort, 
and even to allow Charity a place in her 
carriage. • This conCession had the uspal 
effect on the simple goodness of the lat¬ 
ter’s heart, and made her almost doubt 
whether her suspicions had not wWnged 
Lord Deville. The cautious ‘peer even 
refrained, as he had said, from handing 
Lady Fitzhauton to her carriage—into 


which Charity Green followed her in pro¬ 
found silence, aAer witnessing a parting 


which restored her apprehensions to their 


fullest strength. 
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CHAPTER VIL 


DxmiNG a considerable portion of the 
journey, Lady Fitzhauti)n took no notice 
of her companion, who modestly sat with 
her back to the horses, and as much out 
of her sight as possibly, inrthe opposite 
corner of f he vehicle. !^r ladyship spent 
the time chiefly in ejaculations against 
“ the wretch,” and in terrilJe menaces of 
how she would “ do her tricl^ibr her” at 
court, so that she should never a^jn dare 
to show ,her face at a drawing-room— 
aoajKer get another invitation to a state- 
baU—to the royal theatricals, or royal 
■con<S}rts—or anything respectable of any 
£ort, anywhere! or else she remained in a 
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sullen, fit of silence—which was greatly 
preferred by Charity^Green, who feared 
the coachmlhii and footman were auditors 
of much that was said. 

At last it occurred to her ladyship to 
inquire by what means Miss Green^ad 
made one in the recAit scene, and how 
she dared pretend to bear witness,-asr 
Madame Millefleurs had said, to the pro¬ 
priety of the ini^rview between Lord 
Fitzhautonand “that wretch?” Charity 
calmly replied, that she had borne no such 
testimony, and thought it was on the con¬ 
trary a very ^ong and foolish thing for 
them to meet, l^t, unwilling to enrage 
Lady Fitzhauto/farther agSinst her rival, 
she quietly, b^.resolutely, persisted in 
refusing h*ow she happened to be 

in at th^etection. 

This refusal obtained her an inVitation 
into the Gullibull vmansion, which she' 
woul!! probably noA otherwise have re¬ 
ceived. “ Then I am determined, since 
you have come, so far, whether I will or 

vet. III. M 



162 


THE GOLD-WOESHIPPERS: 


not, that you shall go in, and -we shall soon 
see whether you will dare to hide the truth 
from mamma!” 

Charity would Mn have declined; she 
feared, in^ the delicacy of her sentiments, 
thaSrtt would seem as if she came to enjoy 
the hum'iliation and discomfiture of the 
jrel^tives who had treated her so ill. But 
the obstinacy of Lady Fitzhauton, and her 
own dislike to exciting observation, forced 
her to comply; and, with a throbbing 
heart, she once more moimted those 
grandly carpeted stairs to Mrs. CuUibuU’s 
presence,.* 

No other person agc^-v^buld have had 
much chance'of obtaining admittance to 
it on this day. Mrs. (JvDl^ull was super¬ 
intending the most extensi^^ureparations 
for a ball which she meant to in cele- 
bnatiorf of the first anniversary of her 
“daughter’s "wedding-day. Her drawing¬ 
rooms were in the bunds of upholsfterers, 
who were engaged-m re-gilding the orna¬ 
mental cornices, ahd in §xing some arti- 
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cle.^ of ^lendid luxury in the shape of 
mirror-blinds of the finest plate-glass, 
which, beiH^ drawn flp at night, would 
multiply the illuminations and coup-d’ceil 
in every direction. Assisted by a com¬ 
petent staff of housemaids, Mrs. GuflflbuU 
was personally engaged in tr 3 dng the effect 
of various patterns of satin-damask onjfchfi 
furniture it was to cover. 

“ Lawkamercy, Ann, is that you? and, 
goodness gracious me! is that Charity 
with you?” exclaimed Mrs. Gullibull, in 
very great surprise. “ Well, 1 thought 
shevi come ttwher senses, by and by, on 
bread and wStej^ It’s Jvind enough of 
you to take herXmrt, howler; and as she 
may be usefuy;Q,iiie just at present, if she 
will promisor to “bo a good girl hence¬ 
forth— 

“ O, mamma, do let me speak to you 
by yourself! I have something to tdi' 
you,® interrupted l\dy Fitzhauton, gasp¬ 
ingly. 

“ Well, but the mUp’s waiting, and I 

„ M 
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want to decide. Give me yowr. candid 
opinion on these damasks, Ann, for it’s for 
a feete on your wc^ding-da^, 'and I want 
something that will suit Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
complexi 9 n, too, as she’s to have it all by 
ancTl&y.” 

“ Don’t speak of«her, mamma; it makes 
-mo sick to hear her mentioned. Oh, she 
has turned out such a wretch that-” 

“ But do go with your mamma into the 
next room before you teU her anything!” 
interposed Charity. 

“Why, lawkadaisy, what can it be?” 
ejaculated Mrs. GuUibullf'getting much 
alarmed, as she,. obseAred the agitation 
and paleness nf the tw(\i. young women. 
“ MTiat’s the matter? Dgto’t break it to 
me too suddenly—^but tvhaK^it? Is his 
lordship pitched olF that viciou^'brute of 
hisi that he will ride in spite of every 
«0ne?” 

Lady Fitzhauton made no reply,*until 
they walked into /the next chamber— 
once the loft ovef' a stable, now trans- 
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formed.-iiato a magnificent boudoir. But 
the moment tliey had entered, almost be¬ 
fore Charit}!* cbuld clo'&e the door on the 
marvelling upholsterel’s, she burst into a 
renewed hysterical flood of tear^ exclaim¬ 
ing, “ 0, mamma, mamma, you caiihot 
teU how I have been served; and after all 
papa has done for him!” 

“ Do tell me Avhat’s the matter! teU me, 
Charity, for I do feel as if I should have 
a 'plexy or the rheumatis’ in my back, if 
you don’t speak out at once!” exclaimed 
Mrs. Gullibull. 

“ It is something about Lord Bitzhauton 
and Mrs, Spar51e%n,” said the charitable 
Charity, sootlunf/iy, “ Theymiet to arrange 
.some afiairs rather privafely, at your dress¬ 
maker’s, ma’ aftd Lady Fitzhauton did 
not like^iC" 

“ 0, mamma, she is as bad as they are, 
to want to gloss over things in that way 
criedCiady FitzhautAn; and largely inter¬ 
mingling her narra^vc Avi^li invective 
against her cousin, shc^ave a broken, but 
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sufficiently intelligible and bigbly- coloured 
account of the whole affair, 
t The painter who* covered the face of 
Agamemnon assistihg at the sacrifice of 
Iphigenia^from despair of expressing its 
agdhy, took a very convenient way to 
escape trouble, whi<ffi we should be happy 
A? .imitate in Mrs. OuUibull’s case. In- 
’deed, it would scarcely be in the power of 
colours—much less of ]>en and ink—^to de¬ 
pict the variety of emotions which rent 
her maternal bosom during the whole 
course of the narrative. The comparison 
of the lipness robbed of l!fer young, is a 
little trite, perhaps, bu^ nfight else have 
nicely served l!be purpose of illustration. 
“ And now, mamma!” ^concluded Lady 
Fitzhauton, “ I only waiit ybs^jto help me 
in one thing; I waiit you toNiave me 
divorced, and get me my fortune back 
■again—-for fhate himm I shall never en¬ 
dure the sight of hinjaagain!” 

“ Oh, the slut, thetbreature! Who ever 
would have thougl>o it!—The honourable 
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Mrs. Sparkleton, indeed!—And to do us 
all so—poor boy, too!—he’ll die of’ a 
broken heart!” sobbed Mrs. GuUibuU, as 
if she herself were in danger of a simifar 
catastrophe. 

“But things are not so vSry bad.yet, 
ma’am,” said Charit}^ gently. “ No good 
could be done by pasting Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton’s character. There is no great Earcj 
done yet, and perhaps ii^—^if Mr. Midas 
would marry Mr#. Sparkleton-” 

“ How dare you talk of my brother 
marrying sucli a creature?” interrupted 
Lady Fitzhrjiton, furiously.^ “ Do you 
think he is suclj. a mcan-spirite*d creature 
as yourself, th;it will tai^ up with every¬ 
body’s leavings?—Sbp^nly comes to in¬ 
sult us, m»f/iuna, and to make fun of our 
mise:^l^She only wants Midas to marry 
that she may bring her action—^d that is 
why she puts herself forward as a 
slurf; for Mrs. Smrkleton!—I tell you, 
mamma, that, besicAs, Mrs. Sparkleton was 
always making a fdl?! of you behind your 
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back, and laughing and mimicking you, 
even when I was there!” 

“ Law, my dear, -wdiat could the woman 
find to mimic in me?” said Mrs. GuUibull, 
with much increased indignation. “ But 
if thfy'e’s jlistice to be had for love or 
money, you shall have it!—And as for the 
person there, that has the conscience to 
lipeak up for a creature of that sort, it 
convinces me that she is very little better 
herself! And so I should like to know, 
miss, what business you have in my house, 
after • I had p’rumptory bid you never 
darken my doorstone again ?i’ 

“ She fofced herself upop me, mamma— 
I could not possibly get riidl^ of her!” eja¬ 
culated Lady Fitzn.'’uton. 

“ It is true—I would jiofr'^ave you 
until I saw you safe froip the snare.^gf the 
wicked m^n who intends to make you as 
or a good deal wofse, than Mrs. 
Sparkleton!” said Ch^ity, with much 
emotion. “ I am goin/ now, Mrs. Gulli- 
bull; but, before I I solemnly warn 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE* IN. 16^ 

you not, to suffer that Lord Deville to 
have any access to your daughter—ever 
to see heii»->for 1 am more convinced 
than ever that he has a bad design upor 
her!” 

“ 0, mamma! do you hear that ?-i=-sh( 
Avill sell herself to tlipse wretches to beai 
false witness against‘me, that 1 may nevei 
get a divorce, or marry again!” 

“ It’s all of a piece with the rest of hei 
scandalous behavi<?ur!” shouted Mrs. Gul- 
libuU. “ She set that old fool, Bagshawe, 
against the whole family, and poor Midas 
in particular. • She’s the artfullest slut 
that ever lived?—I’ll say it;—though it was 
my foUy encouraged her m her poisonous 
doings so long; ^or Bagimawe himself had 
the impudence to>tell me that he proposed 
to her,^,nd that sh» rejected him—I have 
BO doubt, purely to insult us, because^ he 
was a friend of ours, and to Set us all 
the Qftrs; for would\ any poor girl in her 

senses-Quit my Kbuse this instant, you 

wicked arirl. for it wasVou that caused the 
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whole quarrel! And if ever you dare to 
enter it again- " 

, “ Heyday! what’s all this "blustering 
about?” interrupted a personage, who 
entered the apartment at this moment, 
rathfer hastily, hearing the voice of Mrs. 
GuUibuU raised to se excited a pitch. It 
W. 3 S. Alderman GuUibull; and, agitated as 
iihe was. Charity could not help noticing, 
with surprise and sorrow, the careworn, 
haggard look of her usually joUy and 
cheerful uncle. “ What! are you pegging 
into Charity Green, if she has had the 
goodness to come home again?” he eom 
tinned—“Never, mind thtf old woman. 
Charity, my las;s, 1 am heartily glad to 
see you home to ui#—for Jiome henceforth 
you shall find it in reality—at^ least as 
long as I have a home^io offer anj; one!” 

Charity' was deeply touched with the 
TKmdness of ?his welcome, and yet struck 
ominously with the /concluding words. 
But she Avas s^ved thanecessity of replying. 

“Then, all I can s/y, fether,” said Midas, 
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who followed up, only delayed a few mo¬ 
ments at the bottom of the stairs to have 
his boots ducted—“ all I can say is, thaj if 
she stays in the houfee. I’ll leave it.” 

“ You can do just as you please, sir; I 
am tired of yourdictation—I Avillbemaster 
in my own house, a& long as 1 have one!” 
said the alderman,* in a high and^eyen 
fierce tonfe. “ Wlio the deuce are yow, 
that you should take upon you to order 
who shall be in my house and who shall 
be out? It is quite sufficient, I should 
think, to be annoyed with your perpetual 
poking, and *prying, and interference in 
the business* without submitting to your 
impertinence here!” y 

Disputes, nc^ unfi^uently amounting 
to the .dignity’of quarrels, were of late 
pretty common between the father and son; 
but Midas had not yet heard "his fiither 
speak in so decMed and deeply angwfet? 
a fane to him! tHis own lowered very 
perceptibly; and, i^e to hjs character, he 
turned his baffled Ipsolence on Charity 
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Green. “ It is all that mischief-maker!— 
she is never happy but when she has 
caused people to quarrel Giw way or 
another about her!—You can do as you 
like, sir, of course, in your owia house; 
but Mrs. ^iparkleton shall marry me 
directly, or I’ll cut her; and then I’ll have 
one of my own, where- only people 1 like 
stall come!” 

“You will never marry Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, Midas, or you will prove yourself the 
meanest fellow that ever lived!” said 
Lady Fitzhauton. “ Papa, you shall have 
all my money back again, if you will only 
get me a divorce;—^unless I‘should ever 
marry again!” 

“ Get your money back ^igain, indeed!” 
repeated the alderman, -tvith a most un¬ 
wonted degree of scornful gloom—Get 
your jnonoy back again!—when the line 
giastleman you'’have maryfied told me the 
other day he did not knolfr where to lay his 
hands on a thousand wunds, if it would 
save his soul! I wanted to borrow that, and 
he hadn’t it—or pretended he hadn’t!” 
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“ Bui he could find as much money as 
Mrs. Sparkleton waiited!—^no, that must 
have been ^ fib—a dreadful fib—alto¬ 
gether !” exclaimed ’Lady Fitzhauton. 

“It must be a lie!” thundered Midas. 
“ Mrs. Sparkloton can’t want money, for I 
lent her six thousand pounds the other 
da}^ to buy some 'land, that mad e J ier 
estate worth at least ten thousand more K’ 
“ She has swindled you out of it, per¬ 
haps, then, Midas, for she is capable of 
anything,” said Lady Fitzhauton. 

“ Mothci’, why don’t you speak for 
Mrs. Sparkleifon? Why do you let your 
daughter be^ilways abusing my intended? 
Is she everything, and I;nothing to you 
exclaimed Mid&s, funidusly. 

“ Never think of her again, my dear 
boy, pv she’s the horridest, the wickedest, 
the most dreadful woman I ever heard 
of; and I’d ratheS} you marfied a crossfelg- 
sw«eper, or a scullion—I would!” returned 
the mother; and she and, her daughter 
both rushed into a simultaneous explana¬ 
tion of this seemingly harsh judgment of 
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the intended bride, which for some time 
rendered it an incoherent rhapsody of ac¬ 
cusation and vengeful resolves.' Enough 
was, however, sufficiently clear to strike 
both the new auditors mth profound 
dismay; and they stared at one another 
in silent amazement ^—^while Charity en¬ 
deavoured, by softening, explaining, and 
excusing, to put things in the mildest 
light of which they were still capable. 

The effect of the intelligence was even 
more remarkable on the father than on 
the bridegroom-elect. He turned ghastly 
pale, and, etaggering baclr*into a chair, 
exclaimed—“ Then the gante is up with 
me, too! I deptmded on Mrs. Sparkleton 
to take up som^'foills .which faU im¬ 
mediately due—and I cannot obtain a 
single farthing in an;y ^other direction! 
Midas, I am afraid, if this is true, I shall 
*be*^bliged to* stop payfnent in less than 
three days, for she won’t, of course, tend 
me any further assistance!” 

Midas stared, as,a man that beholds 
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the first heavings of an earthquake, and 
knows not whither to fly—while Mrs. 
GuUibuU and her daughter looked at the 

■f • * 

husband and father‘with an expression of 
utter incredulity, naore painful to his 
feelings than any ebullition T>f anger or 
surprise. 

“You don’t moan for to say, John!^ 
—you can't mean for to say, JoSiT!-*- 
that you are in any danger of turning 
bankrupt ?” gaSped Mrs. GuUibuU, at 
last. 

“ My banker refuses to lend me another 
stiver on all the railway scrip, in his pos¬ 
session—seventy thousand pounds—and 
wUl not lend me a bar^ five thousand!” 
returned the aldemvjin, in agony; “ and 
that is known all over the cit}'-. Lawless 
has ^old me t<f pay his court to a man 
that would have lent me money but for 
him, and whona \e keeps fctr his ownrfiseJ 
And that’s the reason, Betsy, why I re¬ 
fused the cheque this morning for the new 
chandeUers. You must make up your 
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minds to endure it all as you casi;—but I 
am a ruined man!” 

But you needn’t rain me, Coo, father; 
you might let me have a chance to save 
myself, at least. Perhaps I might get 
you out of the hobble, too!”" exclaimed 
Midas, 

“How could you-do that?—want 
three thousand pounds this week!” re¬ 
turned the father. 

“ Well, if I could only” get her to marry 
me—and if you would not let out as long 
as y6u could, I think she would, now,—I 
would—I try and raise money on 

her property,” said Midas“ or I could 
get my own six thousand back, at least!” 

“ Pho!—she bdtjowed ,\t to give me to 
pay for her railway shar-es—in most ex¬ 
cellent lines—not thoce^that are .agoing 
dow^!” said the alderman, in broken 
•to»3S, ashamed to own, aaven yet, the full 
measure of his defalcations. p 

“What a cheat she must be, then!” 
returned Midas, after a pause of utter 
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amazemait. “ And you, sir, too, what a 
—^^vhat a—^Avhat a—you are a cheat, too, 
father, to hflvc encouraged her to rob me 
of my money! I’ll binng an action against 
you both! I Avon’t be robbed of my 
money!—or else you can give me a lien 
over the Baltic AvhcaC in the Avarehouse, 
and sign a dissolufion of partnersfei-p, 
Avhich Ave’ll date six months ago, if you 
think you really must go. It Avill saA’c 
something from the AAn’cck!” 

“ I AviU not, I AA’ill not; I have Avronged 
my creditors sufficiently,—they shall havc 
every halfpenny I have in thb.Avorld— 
every vestige of propert}”!” returned the 
old man, in a high tone,,' “Betsy, you 
and I spent oui* earl/’ years in poverty 
together, and so we must the close; but 
Ave wil^not disgracd ourselves by a paltxy 
roguery, to keej^ a heartless felloAV like 
this son of yours ii^ affluence!” 

“ #h, then, now I see the reason of it! 
It is you that have set Mrs. Sparkleton 
against me, by continually draining money 
VOL. III. N 
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from her!” said Midas, in a bnjtally de¬ 
fiant tone. “ But she has a good landed 
pioperty left yet, and I’ll speihd the last 
farthing of it but I’ll make you refund 
your shan^eftil rogueries, old gentleman!” 

“ What! Midas, do you mean to say 
you mil marry a woman who has tried to 
seduce your sister’s husband?” exclaimed 
'Lady Fitzhauton, 

“ I don’t believe a word of it!” returned 
the brother. “ It is aU your own stupidity 
and invention; you are always talking 
against her, because you know she is 
partial to. me, and because'’she is so hand¬ 
some, and beats- you hollow on the piano! 
I will believe her before any of you; and, 
if she denies it, I’H^mariy her as soon as 
ever I can get a licence ?” 

“ And she has a ^ood witness read}'- 
provided—here’s Charity Green will swear 
ofi* the Bible that she* was to have been 
with Mrs. Sparkleton all the time,* with 
some lace!” oaid Lady Fitzhauton, point¬ 
ing, with ironical bitterness, to the young 
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girl, who kept herself retired as much as 
possible during this disastrous series of ex¬ 
planations f *and when you have married 
that first-rate lady, iJic witness will bring 
her action against you, and recover what 
little you have left!” 

“Never!” said Charity Green, with 
vehemence; “ your ’brother knows t^at I 
could not if I would.” 

“ But can you really witness you were 
to have been with Mrs. Sparkleton at 
Madame Milleflcurs, with some lace. 
Charity?” said Midas. “ Only say that!, 
I know I cai? believe you, aind so will 
other people too,—every one will believe,, 
what you say, and know .that it is all my 
sister’s mad jealousy about the rest.” 

All the actoi% in this stormy scene 
turne^, simultanecwsly towards Charity 
Green, one imploringly, one defyingly, one 
scornfully, one ifi intense curiosity, and 
expectation. But with aU the goodness 
and compassion of her nsyture. Charity 
felt that she ought not and could not utter 
N 2 
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this falsehood. She did, howevQi’, what 
she could to vaniish and cover Mrs. Spar- 
kl^ton’s indiscretion. “ I laiow very well, 
at least,” she said, “ that they were to 
meet about some money matters. Madame 
MiUefleurs declared that Lord Fitzhauton 
paid her bill—so he must have money; 
and why should he not lend it to his father- 
ki-law? Let Lady Fitzhauton allow me to 
make peace between them, and get him to 
lend the three thousand pounds the aider- 
man wants.” 

“ Do you think it would be possible, 
Charity, there’s a dear gill?” exclaimed 
Mrs. Gullibull,, and even the almost 
despairing mercljant raised his head, and 
looked at her with c^yrakeped interest and 
hops. 

“ No, it is not possible, mamma, unless 
he cpmes to me of his own accord, and on 
his^bended knees! He 's/ill be wanting me 
to promise to forgive Mrs. Sparkleton,,.and 
not expose ^er,—winch I will ,to the 
utmost. Besides, he has no money,—I 
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know that very well: he is always com¬ 
plaining of want of money; and why 
ought I toi dfeprive myself and ray hush%nd 
of our money to keep up a grand business 
for Midas? Papa don’t care about it—I 
am sure he must be tired of working now 
—and let Midas make a fortune for him¬ 
self, as he did!” 

' «r- 

“ I am bankrupt indeed now. I di*l 
not know the meanness of my children’s 
hearts, and how little they cared for me 
until now!” said the alderman, folding 
his arms in a mood of absolute despMr. 

“ Oh, cousins, you ought ta try and do 
something for him, sinc^, he has done so 
much for you,” ejaculated Charity, no 
longer able to rgpres^her feelings. 

“ And why dan’t you do something for 
him?” returned Midas, sneeringly. “ 1 am 
sure you have a precious sight more reason 
than any of us, fbr you weke no rcladion 
of tis, and he took you in a complete beg¬ 
gar. I know you have the power,—for yop 
could easily get Mrl Bagshawe to do any- 
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thing —-at least, so I hear! And my 
father had three thousand pounds, he 
CQuld meet his bills, and we Should all be 
saved.” 

“ Do you think you could. Charity, get. 
me this loan, in God’s name?” exclaimed 
the alderman, starting up with the utmost 
vivacity of hope. “ It would save me, if 
you could! I have hundreds of thousands 
of pounds locked up in railways, and if I 
could only get time, I fcotild do wonders! 

I will pay you twenty per cent., thirty per 
centr, anything you like to charge, and I 
will always consider that Dowed my pre¬ 
servation to the, kind little orphan I took 
into my house, never dreaming it would 
one day prove the angel qf it!” 

“ And hasn’t your uncle always been as 
kind to you as kind can be, whateyer we 
may have done?” sobbed Mrs. GuUibull; 
and rising, she threw hteself with all her 
weight and a mighty torrent of tears,dnto 
poor Charity’^ arms, who had great diffi¬ 
culty in supporting the burden, but who 



OE, THE DAYS WE Lin; IH. 18iJ 

most feWently joined in the manifestation 
of emotion. 

“ But hg will not lend me the money— 
I should not ‘dare ewen to mention such a 
sum to him—and Mr. Bagshawe don’t 
think anything of me now—I^ave refused 
his kind offer,” said Charity, in a voice 
interrupted by sobs; 

“ Then he is the more likely to let you 
have it, because he will think there is a 
chance for him—♦and teU him my father 
wUl pay him seven per cent.,” exclaimed 
Midas. Charity turned from him. with 
speechless contempt—^but her eye fell then 
upon the working and wo-begone visage 
of her uncle. 

Charity had always loved her uncle, and 
honoured him in, a high degree. He alone 
had been almost pniformly kind and con¬ 
siderate towards her; she had felt the 
least keenly frflm him the»misfortuii,e of 
heij dependent condition. She honoured 
him: his enormous wealth had surrounded 
him to the imagination of her infancy 
vdth a species of mythic grandeur. And 
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now this great and kind relative was 
almost kneeling at her feet, imploring her 
to exert a power which she yaguely felt 
she possessed, to save him and the magni¬ 
ficent structui’e of his foiiiunes from ruin! 
Her aunt joined in, with lamentations and 
inti'eaties, in which Charity was too much 
affected to discern thp large admixture of 
the -ludicrous. Even Lady Eitzhauton 
deigned to join her eloquence. “ I am 
quite sure. Charity, thaC if you don’t, j'ou 
will be the most ungrateful wretch that 
ever dived, and eveiy one will think you 
so!” 

What follies poor Charily Green com¬ 
mitted in her time! We blush to record 
that, in spite of eyeiy conviction of her 
better reason—in spite of the extreme in¬ 
convenience she foresaw to herself from 
making any effort ill such a behal:^ with 
sucji a personage, she yas finally so far 
overcome by the despair and intreati^ of 
her relatives, that she promised to make 
an attempt to obtain the required redemp¬ 
tion-money. 
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CHAPT15E VIIL 


It must be confessed that Charity had 
no great hopes success in the embassy 
on which, didy primed with every species 
of promise and assurance from the aider- 
man, she set forth on the afteriioon of this 
memorable df^y. Time was of consequence, 
and so she consented, though with reluc¬ 
tance, to go on her injssion in Mrs. Gulli- 
bull’s carriage. 

Charity had revised numerous invita¬ 
tions to go with Miss Dishnap toJ\Ir. Bag- 
shawe’s house, ‘though the* former tad 
twi<y3 consented to go to tea, and once to 
dinner, won by his importunities. But 
now she went of her own accord, unasked, 
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without any very exact knowledge of the 
locality, and in a flutter of agitation which 
seemed likely to deprive her bfl the power 
to perform her task Very efficiently. 

She arrived in the beautiful suburban 

I. 

villa which Bagshawe liad lately taken, 
always “for the benefit of his health,” 
but ^which he had ■’fitted up as if he 
certainly did expect it should at some 
time be occupied by a young bride, rather 
than a middle-aged valetudinary. The 
GuUibull coachman found it at last, after 
wandering for some time among green 
lanes. In> spite of her nfervous trepida¬ 
tion, Charity was pleased wsth the beauty 
of the situation,.the neatness and elegance 
of the little mansion^-the trim luxuriance 
of the gardens. It was weU, however, 
that she dared not hesitate undpr the 
eyes of the coachman and groom; else 
sh^ might have wandered for a long time 
about the house before she would have 
ventured to /solicit the attention of its 
inmates. Her voice did tremble, and 
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audibly^ when she inquired at the gate if 
Mr. Bagshawe was at home; and when 
she heard tthat he was, her heart gave a 
violent throb. * 

“What name, ma’am?” asked in return 
the staid, respectable, elderly, widow¬ 
looking woman, who» escorted her into a 
snug little parlour, handsomely furnished, 
with verandahs opening on a charming 
view, completely overspread with flower¬ 
ing honeysuckles.* 

“Charity Green—Miss Green, if you 
please.” The housekeeper disappeared, 
with a slightly puzzled look, and Charity 
seated hersel:^ quivering >vith expectation, 
at the window. We do not believe that 
she saw the lainjscap^ although she gazed 
over it very attentively; but slie listened, 
as if ^er whole soul was in her ears, to any 
sound of approaching footsteps. • But the 
list slippers of the housekfseper left* no 
echfes, and she only it was who re-entered 
the apartment. The wopthy woman’s 
countenance was changed in a few minutes, 
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and there was a very marked e^:pression 
of severity and propriety in it, which did 
ngt escape Charity’s notice. 

“ Master says he is busy reading, Miss, 
and can’t be disturbed. He don’t seem 
to know much of you,” said the house¬ 
keeper, in a tone as ,dry as if she had the 
remainder biscuit after a voyage sticking 
in her throat. 

“Oh, then, I’d better—go,” said Charity, 
rising, in the utmost c'unfusion; and the 
housekeeper stood with the door in her 
hand, as if she thought so too, when Mr. 
Bagshawe’s voice was audible, calling 
do^vn the stair^—“ I say, •♦Elizabeth! if 
it’s a Miss Green that wouldn’t come to 
tea with me the otlipr dajV, I know her—. 
you can let her come up>-I” 

“ Yes, I’m the MissOseen—^that wouldn’t 
comp to tea the other day,” said Charity, 
eagerly; andthe astonished matron, looking 
as if she thought aUwas not right—^loofeing 
almost as if she meant to give warning the 
next day, on account of the impropriety—. 



OR, THE D4YS WE LIVE*IN. 189 

kd the \va.y to Mr. Bagdiawe’s drawing¬ 
room—still snugger—still prettier!—only 
that Charity A^as in too much trepidation to 
observe anything huh the master himself. 

“(3h, so you have sliaken off the old 
woman, and come by 5 'ourself? That’s 
riglit!—Elizabethj we, don’t ■want you!— 
don’t be frightened» this lady might at 
one time have been mistress both of you 
and me, in an honest ■\vay—so jmt your 
virtue by for the^^resent,” was Llr. Bag- 
shawe’s greeting. “Well, Charity, what 
were you looking for in those fields 
yonder? Had^you dropped a, pin there 
in the grass# last midsummer? I was 
watching you all the time from this 
window, and I §aw l^ow soriy you were 
when you found I was not at home!” 

“ Yes, I was very sorry, sir; I had 
business of the greatest importance^—I 
wanted to borroV some mohey of you,” 
saidpharity, with hesitation.—Bagshawe’s 
whole face brightened up. 

“How much?—a shilling?” he said, 
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drawing out his purse, and producing the 
coin; “or is that toomuch?—is it oneof the 
new threepenny bits, as they call them?” 

“No, sir; I come' to borrow—I want 
to borrow—I am sent to borrow—three 
thousand pounds!” said Charity, herself 
starting at the sound of the words. 

“ Three thousand pounds!—well done I 
Make it the whole seventeen thousand at 
once,—but then you must take me into 
the bargain,” replied ' Mr. Bagshawe, 
without, however, discomposing a muscle. 
“ But, of course, that is what you mean; 
and I am quite ready on rhy part. I am 
sick of a bachelor life, and this house 
wants a mistress wonderfully!” 

“ Pray do not joke with me, sir—I am 
quite in earnest; I want three thousand 
pounds—to save alderman Gullibull, ray 
poor uncle, from destruction!” said Charity, 
with great earnestness.' “ He only wants 
that in ready money to save aU his enor¬ 
mous fortune > Do lend it to him!” 

“Who told you so?” said Bagshawe, 
still quite calmly. 
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“ He iold me so himself, and I—^believe 
him!” said Charity, bursting into tears. 

“ Then J'don’t, my good girl; if he 
sent you on this errsttid to me, it is all up 
with him,” replied Bagshawe. “But I 
don’t like to see you cry, neither, unless 
through some fault ,of my own,—and I 
should like to make you cry to prove 
that I could affect you in any mannea! 
Don’t cry. Charity—for I tell you the 
game is regularly up with old GuUibull. 
There is a complete panic in the share 
market,—it is in a fever, which in d few 
days will reach a crisis most likely to end 
in the death »f the patie:^t!” 

“ But he says himself, three thousand 
pounds will saije hipi—and he ought to 
know,” said Charity Green. 

“ I know his affairs, then, better than he 
does himself; for I know that nejther 
three thousand* ^nor five thousand, •nor 
evef twenty thousand, ‘can save him! It 
could only protract his r^^ for a few 
weeks,” replied Bagshawe; and in proof 
of .this statement he described to Charity 
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the sudden and enormous fall which had 
taken pLace in the railway markets, in¬ 
volving what were well knoAVii'i to be the 
alderman’s favourite speculations. Hu¬ 
mours of defalcations—of unfair dealings 
with stock—of false dividends, were rife, 
he said, which befokened the speedy 
bursting of the great-bubble of the nine¬ 
teenth century. 

But Charity, faithful to her mission 
and her px'omises, contiiiued to plead the 
alderman’s assurances, and to urge his 
great, prospects in the grain market, if he 
could only meet his immediate exigencies. 
Bagshawe ovcrrj?,led this argument, by 
giiatching up a papci', and reading the 
last Mark-lane quotations, which proved 
a certain decline in that'produce, even to 
Chai’ity’s unbusiness-like comprehension. 

“ ,A.nd xvhat have they done for you that 
yo» should be so much concerned for 
them?” he said at last. “Tunied g^ou 
out; encouraged their son to maltreat you 
in the most shameful manner; and now— 
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is there not a drop of gall in your whole 
composition to make ‘ oiiprcssion bitter,’ 
and revenge'sweet ?” 

He looked with so much tenderness and 
admiration at Charity as he, spoke, that 
the poor girl hei’self half unconsciously 
perceived and used l^er poAver. She re¬ 
minded Bagshawe of his former friendship 
to the Gullibull family—of all he had 
taught Midas to expect from him—and 
urged upon him tl*e groat percentage the 
alderman Avas Avilling to giA^e for a sum to 
relieve him from his difliculties. “ That 
only makes it i3ie more certaift he don’t 
mean to pay?” he replied, shortly and 
snappishly. “ But, I suppose, you think 
me the most m<»rceri;iry old Avretch pos¬ 
sible ?—And so I hm, in general!—stUl, if 
I thought he could J-epay me, I should not 
hesitate a moment. But mark ihy words 
—he never can —it will only be a j^ail of 
watef thrown into a bottomless gulph.” 

“ Oh, yes, he AviU —he AviU pay you; I 
am certain of it !” responded Charity. 

VOL. III. 0 
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“ Will you be his bondswoman?” said 
Bagshawe, suddenly. “ I’ll tell you what 
I’ll do; and if you believe jaarself, you 
can’t hesitate. Promise you will marry 
me if old (^uUibull don’t pay me in six 
months, and I’ll lend you the money.” 

Charity felt at once ashamed to assent, 
and ashamed to refusb assent, to this pro¬ 
position. It would look as if she did not 
believe herself, on the jone hand; as if she 
were endeavouring to lure a man who had 
behaved so generously and kindly to her, 
into a snare. On the other, to engage 
herself to 'marry as a species of forfeit, 
shocked all her feelings; but then, again, 
the events of the day—his insensibility to 
disgrace—had completed die ruin of Midas 
in her good opinion; white, on the contrary, 
Mr. Bagshawe never looked so little ugly— 
in fact, so amiable, and even attractive, as 
on^his occasion, w’^hen‘the warmth of the 
passion which animated him had jn a 
manner transfigured his whole appearance. 
The most powerful motives urged her to 
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consent^—and, after a brief, internal hesi¬ 
tation, consent she did. 

“ Then J “hope he -will never pay me, 
and I will set about lendmg it as fast as 
possible,” said Bagshawe, quite joyfully. 
“Fourteen thousand pounds!—We can 
live very well upon that, for we shall not 
have a very large family. CharityJ” he 
continued, with great animation, “ I shall 
consider you very cheap at three thousand 
pounds! You ctfnnot think how lonely I 
am without you; I never found myself 
lonely before, though I have been imser- 
able all my liffi! In the first'place, they 
made me an .attorney against my will; 
and necessity, and then greediness, com¬ 
pelled me to pr%ctic(^my trade. Imagine 
what my suft'erings must have been, for I 
had always a degree of conscience even at 
the iTeiglit of my practice! And it gave 
me such a conibfinded ill dpinion oJP»all 
mai^nd—and womankind to boot—that 
until I saw you, I did not. believe there 
was anything honest or natural left under 
o 2 
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the sun!—Let me have you, and I wish 
Midas joy of his Mrs. Sparkleton!” 

' Charity coloured deeply;^'she had not 
mentioned a word about the recent dis¬ 
covery; but she was at the moment too 
much affected with her singular lover’s 
generosity, to attempt dissuading him 
froir^indulging in his hopes. Moreover, 
she so earnestly longed to preserve her 
uncle from ruin, that she did not venture 
to put the means again'in jeopardy. 

“Elizabeth!” shouted Mr. Bagshawe, 
after a pause—“ Elizabeth! bring up the 
tea-things Miss Green hUs come to tea 
with me at last I^’ 
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CHAPTER IX. 


It was night when Charity arrived in 
town again. Mr? Bagshawe imagined she 
was going to Putney, in the carriage; but 
she felt an extreme reluctance to appear 
there, as if tcT receive the thanks of her 
relatives, or»to meet Av^th Midas again. 
(She therefore scribbled a hasty note, an¬ 
nouncing her sy.ccess, which she sent on 
to Mrs. GullibuH by the footman, while 
she herself made <the best of her way to 
the bazaar. 

It Avas almost'closing tilne, and Miss 
Diijjmap received her young friend Avith a 
coldness, the cause of Avhicli she could not 
well divine, but soon learned. 
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“There’s a fine flourishingFrenchwoman 
been after you, I don’t know how many 
times, since you went; but I*d®n’t advise 
you to keep such Acquaintances, Miss 
Green! She calls herself Millefleurs, and 
seems to make it quite a life and death 
affair to see you to-night. .1 did not 
know^. where you had‘gone; but if I had 
known, I should not-” 

As she spoke the words, Madame Mille¬ 
fleurs appeared bustlirig, in a state of 
great perturbation, through the stalls, 
until she reached the one occupied by the 
friends. * 

“ Ah, I see yqu at last—d hold you!” 
she exclaimed, literally seizing Charity as 
if to take her prisoner.,, “ Come with 
me this moment; I will not relinquish 
you again till you come with me!” 

“Then; madam, whoever you are, I 
shaS advise Miss Greek to do no such 
thing,” said Miss Dishnap, steiyily. 
“ What do ypu want with her, and who 
are you—at this time of night?” 
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“Eh»quoi! you would kill miladi-— 
dame de la plus grande qualitS /” exclaimed 
Madame MiDefleurs, breathlessly. “ Come, 
Mademoiselle, or Msfdame Sparkleton will 
kill herself in an access of despair!” 

“ It is the lady who bought the lace, 
Miss Dishnap—but L had much rather not 
see her—what can I do?” said Charity, in 
great distress. 

“ If it is anything about business. Chary, 
you had certainly better not keep the 
lady waiting,” said Miss Dishnap. “ I’ll 
go with you, and Mrs. Grocock will put the 
things by for ds to-night.” 

“ If she come at all, ^e come by her- 
seK!” exclaimed Madame MiUefleurs. “ If 
she come not, %he ^pmmit the suicide of 
the most beautiest lady in dis world!” 

“ ^ will go, then, by myself, though I 
can do no good,” said Charity, yielding as 
usual to the benevolent impulse o# her 
teniper. 

“ I shall mention it to Mr Bagshawe— 
if you do, Miss Green—^for I don’t IHce it!” 
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said Miss Dislinap, pettislily; foi’ «slic was 
not pleased at tlie rejection of her counte¬ 
nance and company. 

“ I will explain it ail to you by and by,” 
replied Charity, in some dismay. 

“ Oh, non, you must not, you cannot!” 
returned Madame MUlefleurs; and, having 
thus increased Miss Bishnap’s suspicions, 
sfce hurried off Charity, exclaiming, “ Dere 
is not time at all to lose everythings!” 

Charity scarcely kne^Ey where she was 
going, until she found herself in a cab, and 
heart! Madame Millefieurs direct the driver 
to the street where Mi’s. Sjlai'kleton lived. 
Nor could she obtain any very satisfactory 
information from the modiste for what 
purpose she Avas AvanteiJ, during their 
transit. 

On arriving, they were immediately 
shoAV/i into Mrs. Sparkleton’s drawing- 
roons. Charity, Avho had learned to asso¬ 
ciate this lady’s idea only Avith thoughts 
of triumph an4 gaiety, was, indeed, poAver- 
fully struck when she first beheld’her on 
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this intcrvicAV. She was lying on a sofa, 
vainly affecting the unconcern of reading 
a novel wiiiqh AA’^as in her hand, by the 
light of a mooii-shfijied lamp extended by 
an alabaster Diana over the reading desk. 
But the derangement of her usually per¬ 
fect coiffure —her sw*llen, red-tinged eyes 
—her unchanged irforning costume—con¬ 
fessed the distracted state of her mind. 
Charity’s mild and merciful nature Avas 
even painfully affected by the humiliation 
and shame visible in her once brilliant 
rival’s Avhole demeanour—in the sudden 
fever that visifed her complejdon—in the 
almost abject*caressivenefis of manner with 
Avhich she received herself! Hoav changed 
from the Mrs. .Sparkleton Avho ordered the 
lace veils in the Ihorning! 

Charity AA'as sewn, hoAvever, admitted 
into the secret of her OAvn presence m this 
fashionable • residence. Mrs. Sparkifiton 
hac^ heard from Madame Millcfleurs the 
particulars of Charity’s extraordinary con¬ 
duct immediately before the discovery of 
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her inteinriew with Lord Fitzhautoa. Her 
anxious desire to see her—her intimations 
that she came to save her fro;n ‘impending 
ruin—had now acquired a weighty signi¬ 
ficance. Mrs. Sparkleton knew not how 
to explain this mystery, nor the circum¬ 
stance of Lord Deville’s presence in the 
house, which she also learned at the same 
time to he a veritable fact. In vain did 
Madame MiUefleurs assure her that it was 
entirely accidental—hell* own conscience 
and observation suggested otherwise. 
Neither could she imagine by what means 
Lady Fitzbauton had effected the detec¬ 
tion. That was obviously net accidental, 
since her ladyship had entered Madame 
Millefleurs’ house w^h rage and inquiry 
on her lips. 

It was equally the interest of both ladies 
to ascertain the facts of the discovery. 
Mr^ Sparkle&n was almost in despair for 
her own reputation—Madame Millefl|»urs 
for that of her house; and the only inter- 
rogatible being among this obscure cloud 
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of witnesses, appeared to be Charity 
Green. 

“ Miss Green, I am exceedingly glad to 
see you. This is excessively kind of you! 
but I always saw and thought that you 
were of the sweetest disposition,” ex¬ 
claimed Mrs. Sparkletion, clasping Charity’s 
hand in both hers, with unfashionable fer- 
vour. “ You are aware—I wished to see 
you most particularly. You must have 
observed the extiiSLordinary and ridiculous 
notion Lady Fitzhauton has taken into her 
head?—the most unfounded possible-^ba% 
which really ihight be exaggerated into 
some story which would make her the 
laughter and butt of the town. Madame 
MiUefleurs tella,me—in fact you know,— 
you were to havehem at her house^ at that 
very time, to sho^v me some laces? I 
ma<ie the appointment with you! I trust 
1 may depend upon yofi — I be§ it 
of g’ou as a favour, which I can never suf¬ 
ficiently repay, but which I,will endeavour 
—^that you will satisfy Lady Fitzhauton 
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and her family on that point. I am sure 
that in case—in case—that in case of any 
public investigation,—for I Itnay think it 
necessary to refute the scandal publicly— 
I can depend upon your doing me the 
justice—the hare justice—-winch I will re¬ 
pay by every meaps in irty power—to 
satisfy all the world—*that is, any one who' 
may have a right to ask questions on the 
subject—of the perfect innocence and 
mere business nature of iny interview Avith 
Lord Fitzhauton?” 

'K. dreadful vision, of the most astute of 
modern laAryers “ asking questions” on the 
subject—Avhich Jie does in *ill such cases, 
with such infinite unction and point— 
made Mrs. Sparkleton’s h^st Avords quiver, 
and brought a shoAver of* tears to her eyes. 

Charity Avas silent. <6116 AA-as affected, it 
is tiue, f&r tears also started to her eyes. 
Buff the appalling vision of a court of jus¬ 
tice—of a false oath to be taken in itSjpre- 
sence—a false .testimony to be borne—even 
the possible injustice to Midas Gullibull— 
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renderesl it an impossibility for her to 
assent to Mrs. Sparkleton’s insinuated 
intreaty. •TShd yet she felt most keenly, 
that compassion aild generosity should 
hare induced her to save her imploring 
rival, if it could have been at a less sacri¬ 
fice,—at a sacrifice pf anything but her 
own good faith and‘conscience. She had 
besides a real liking and almost tenderness 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, springing from the 
mingled goodnesS^ind tendency to admira¬ 
tion of the beautiful and exalted, which 
pervaded her character. Still she 
silent. 

“ Mliy do you not ansiver, Miss Green? 
At least, don’t torture one with this sta¬ 
tuesque silencej” said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
vehemently. “ What have they ever done 
for ^ou, that you ‘should take part with 
them? Nothing^ to what I wil> do, at all 
events! Besides,' you can b5 forced t^say 
wh^t you know; and you know very well, 
you told Madame Millefieurg so—that you 
were to wait on me with some lace—at 
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the very time when Lord Fitzhai^ton was 
there, looking over my accounts.” 

“ I am testimony,” said Madame MiUe- 
fleurs, with dignity. - 

“ How else should you know I was 
there at aU? How else could you say— 
how in the world did^ you take it into your 
head that to see me tiien, was—might be 
-^to preserve me from ruin V continued 
Mrs. Sparkleton, with excessive anxiety. 
“ You will be perhaps put on your oath— 
you wiU be obliged to tell people. Lord 
JDeville, surely—surely, Lord Deville—did 
not put tha notion into j^our head?” 

“ No, ma’am, don’t be alpaid of that,” 
said Charity, with her peculiar simplicity. 
“ I will tell you how I knew, and why I 
came,—and then you -will see,—that I 
cannot bear the testimony you require.” 

And Charity, very briefly, and as ten- 
derlgr as possible—to spare the shame of 
her listener, related how she had involun¬ 
tarily overheard the intreaties on one part, 
And the final assent on the other, to the 
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fatal assignation. Slie did not give it that 
name, and we doubt if she was even ac¬ 
quainted ^yi 1 ^!h the word; but Mrs. Spar- 
kleton’s fine complexion burned with 
shame, in her perfect conviction that even 
the innocent Charity construed the meet¬ 
ing in that light, (^harity, indeed, com¬ 
passionately stated,.that she heard it was 
to investigate INIadame Millefleurs’ ac¬ 
counts ; but at the same time, she said, she 
was so convince(]*of the bad intentions of 
Lord Fitzhauton, and that he was a man 
w'ho would not hesitate to take any advaijs 
tage to gratifydiimself, that she thought it 
was really a, point of duty Avith her to 
folloAV and endeavour to prcA’ent the in- 
tervieAV. 

“ Oh, why did-yfJu not tell me all that, 
when I spoke to you afterwai'ds? Why 
did ^ou not put me on my gua);d, then, if 
you knew FitzlfSuton to be so Avicksd a 
man?”exclaimed Mrs. Sparkleton, without 
venturing to raise her eyes to her lowly 
judge,and almost overwhelmed with shame 
and despair. 
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I was too confused—for a lopg time 
I did not know what to do—for a long 
time I thought that perhaJjs^I had no 
right to interfere,” replied Chai’ity, with 
grave reflectiveness of look. “ I thought 
it most probable that you would feel in¬ 
sulted, 'and deny—I could not myself be¬ 
lieve—until I saw j'-ou enter Madame 
Millefleurs.” 

f 

“ How I grieve that ever I did,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton. “ Believe me I had the 
very best intentions. I meant to remon- 
.stEftte mth his lordship—to come to a deci¬ 
sive explanation with him—‘ for I must con¬ 
fess,” she added, with something of reviving 
triumph in her expression w'hich strangely 
saddened Charity, “ I must confess—^that 
he quite persecuted me with what he 
calls his love—^his passion—and stuff of 
that sort.. But, believe me, I never in'the 
slightest degree encouraged him. And 
yet, I can’t believe, dear Miss Green, that 
you are one of those ‘ stern path-of-duty’ 
'women, who sacrifice everybody and every- 
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thing, to do what they call ‘right?’ 1 
really quite throw myself on your mercy, 
—and beskle§ I will give you a nundred 
pounds, if you will convince people,—if 
you will only say you were ^o have been 
there at the same time with me.” 

“If I will only pc*jure myself? No, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not for a million»-not 
to save my own existence!” exclaimed 
Charity. 

“ Then 1 am uflerly lost I What Avill 
the world say to Lady Fitzhauton’s scan- 
dalous ravings?” said Mrs; Sparkleton," 
wringing lier ha5ids in despair.' 

“ I’ll tell yoiu what yoi> can do to save 
yourself—^to refute whatever the world or 
Lady Fitzhauton san say,” replied Charity, 
in an equable tolle—“ you can marry 
Mr. Midas GuUibuH! He is willing to 
have you still, foi^he has heard the worst 
she can say against you, and says he does 
not believe a word of it, and that he will 
marry you, if you will many him!” 

“Then I never wiU,—I never icill marry 
•VOL. III. p 
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the man that could marry me ainder so 
degrading an accusation!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, with a gleam of-higher and 
nobler feeling, to ‘which she was not 
^altogether a stranger. “Miss Green, I 
always despised that fellow unutterably 
in my heart—but since he is the miserable 
scamp you say he is, I would rather die 
than marry such a wretch! I will defy 
everything, I will have my money out 
of those detestable Railways, and that 
grasping old GullibuH’s hands, at what- 
‘^ver loss to myself or to him!” 

“Do Hot think of §uch a thing at 
present, madam,” said Charity, much 
alarmed, and, singularly enough, deeply 
wounded with this contemptuous estimate 
of the man who had'So greatly wronged 
her. “ You will be sure to ruin both 
yeurseli and him! I know he can’t pay 
tKe money—at least,' not so mudb at 
once.” 

“ Ruin him!—^pho, nonsense !~why, 
the alderman is the richest merchant in 
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London I —^it is only liis inordinate greedi¬ 
ness—he has only to sell out,” said Mrs. 
Sparkleton* It is absolutely neces^ry I 

should get money jifst now_Look, Miss 

Green!—as if I were not made sufficiently 
imcomfortable by LadyFitzhauton’s extra- 
ordinaiy behaviour—#-just hear a letter 
which I found awaiting me on niy re¬ 
turn.” 

And Mrs. Sparkleton took one from the 
table, and read tRe following document 
aloud. 

“ Mrs. Skinflintz’s compliments to lE&e 
Hon. Mrs. Spafkleton, and wrU wait no 
longer. Mrs. has a duty that she owes 
to her children, and won’t be humbugged 
no more,—^has heard she deals with other 
houses, which is c'Ertain ruin, and there¬ 
fore has no compassion, and sees no reason 
why she should^^ considering her own 
femily is nearest and deare*st to evdly- 
bod}^ high or low, rich and poor. Be¬ 
sides, has heard, from particular good 
authority, that a certain great house is on 
¥ 2 
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the go; and, as tlie Hon. Mrs. S. would 
take her oAvn advice, and never listened 
to nobody about security *in lending 
moneys—and so is rightly served;—for 
its paper is at a complete discount^ and 
railroads ai'e certain to go down, and to 
be worse than nothing for a long time. 
Theixsfore, Av^ould feel much obliged by 
Settlement of her little account, as for¬ 
warded—now nearly three dozen times. 
And Mrs. Skinflintz wants the money on 
mortgage of Longacres—eldest son being 
"about for to go for to be settled in life: 
This is to give due notice,—and unless 
the other loose'-'cash is paid over within 
three days, Mrs. S. will be obliged—^very 
much against her \vill-‘-to put in force 
the Bill of Sale, and take out an execu¬ 
tion against you—qiiite contrary to my 
disposition—^But it mqy as well be me as 
anybody else,—and so many biUs of yours 
being out, there can’t be a doubt q-n the 
subject. And Mrs. S. begs leave to re¬ 
mind the Hon. Mrs. S. that, unless her 
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promissoiy note is taken up this very day, 
it is an act of bankruptcy; —^for, as for her 
to say she Is a lady—^not a trader, is all 
nonsense, even under the new law—^it 
being quite eertain that peoplq are traders,' 
however grand they may be, that deal in 
railway shares,—whi«h would be very 
unpleasant for a lady to go to prison^ and 
have her accounts overhauled by a com* 
missioner—and most likely refused a 
certificate, for reckless trading; which 
nobody can deny who looks at Mrs. 
Sparkleton's books—if she keeps any. So 
is obliged to proceed at once. 

“ Y*urs respectfully, 

“ (For Abraham Skinflintz & Co.) 

“ Sabah Skinflintz.” 

0 ' 

“ What is a bill of sale, ma’am? What 
does it mean?”^,said Charity, (^uite‘be- 
■wildered with this revelation. “ iind*do 
you ; 5 eally mean me to understand, ma’am, 
that you are embarrassed, too?” 

“I am quite ruined, unless I get my 
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money back immediately from old Gulii- 
bull—so you see I must,”^ replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton. “ I don’t exactly’^know what 
a bill of sale can do—but I believe she 
has one,—and every one knows what an 
execution is!” 

“ But you cannot have the money,— 
you must not try, or you will drive them 
to despair, and they will not mind what 
they say of you then!” said Charity, quite 
bevnldered with this new gulph of ruin, 
Cjgening beneath the tottering pile of her 
uncle’s fortunes. 

V 

“ They will not dare to say anything— 
since Lord DeviUe knows* nothing—^was 
there by accident—I can manage them 
finely!” said Mrs. ^naricleton, resuming 
much of her wonted animation of spirits. 
“ I will let Lady Fitzhauton know^ that, 
if She says anything abc.ut me, I will tell 
all I know about Lord DeviUe and her! 
I know they were carrying on a (most 
iesperate fliltation together!—I have a 
tetter that wiU prove it. I daresay I 
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might perhaps turn the tables upon them 
—and with perfect truth! Perhaps Lord 
Deville w^s* not quite so accidentally 
at Madame iVfillefleurs, when her ladyship 
arrived, as he would have us to think! 
Most likely not! Don’t loo^ so petrified, 
Miss Green I—you dqn’t half know what 
I know; and if they drive me to despair, 
—and I have your evidence besides, that 
you overheard us, and that it was a 
strictly business affair—a meeting strictly 
about an account 1” 

“ I can witness no such thing, Mrs. 
Sparkleton, unless I perjure myself—^un¬ 
less I paltei^ with my ^conscience, and 
affect to believe that the words only 
meant what they sounded,” returned 
Charity, with indignation. “ And for s 
lady, too, who intends, out of revenge, t< 
beaf false witness against the woman sh( 
has injured !” 

“ It is not false!” replied Mrs. Sparkle 
ton* with animation ; and really there wa; 
so much that was blameable in Lad] 
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Fitzhauton’s demeanour—so mucli that 
was certain in Lord Deville’s character 
and pursuits, that she inadd <jut a veiy 
palpable case against her rival, even in 
the reluctant judgment of Chai’ity Green. 
Mrs. Sparklefon was easily carried away 
by her own ideas; anjl once in speech, she 
hesitated little on what she said or re- 
vealed, to carry conviction to an auditor. 
Charity found, "with silent but deep 
emotion, almost akin to 'horror, that Mrs. 
Spai’kleton had never entertained much 
doubt of the viscount’s unla^vful views on 
his friend’s wife, even while aifecting to 
pay his court to herself. , 

“ It was a mere trick to deceive Fitz- 
hauton—I am convinced of it—and always 
suspected it,” continud«> Mrs. Sparkleton. 
“ So I will have my iponey in—I have 
seventy thousand pounds’ worth of tail- 
way ^shares-—and I’ll give you a little for¬ 
tune, Miss Gi'een—and if anybody dares 
to speak a word against me, they shall not 
do it with impunity! I want you to tell 
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Lady Fitzhauton that !—Stupid as she is, 
I suppose she will not yet have let her 
abusive touffiie loose!” 

“ Oh, what a ncase she make in my 
house! I would rather set it on fire in¬ 
stead!” ejaculated Madame Millefleurs. 
But this fine fabric qf hope, raised in an 
instant by the calenture of a warm imagi¬ 
nation, was destined to suffer as sudden cya 
overthroAV. 

Mrs. Sparklctoft Avas yet uttering these 
Avords of self-consolation, Avhen the voice 
of Miss Scurmucheon AA’-as heard on the 
stairs. “ Oh, Mrs. Sparkleton is ahvays 
at home to inp—and I cojnc on most par¬ 
ticular business!” 

“ What can s][}e want?—Madame Mille- 
fleurs, I Avill see ytJu again early to-mor¬ 
row about this foolish business,” said Mrs. 
Spafkleton; “ have no doubt I §hall 
prevail on Mis% Green—^A\^at can "the 
horrid old creature want?” 

“*Well, dear Mrs. Sparycton!—I am 
so glad to see you still here!” exclaimed 
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the “ horrid old creature” as she came in, 
and Madame Millefleurs glided out. “ I 
really am!” 

“ You surprise me,’Miss Scurmucheon; 
this is my usual residence in town,” re¬ 
plied Mrs. Sparkleton, resuming her com¬ 
posure. “ I have a headache, it is true— 
and that is why I desired to be excused 
fi;om company—and why I am still in a 
morning dress.” 

“ Well, then, it can’t-^-it can’t be true!” 
exclaimed Miss Scurmucheon, apparently 
much astonished. 

“ Very likely—if you lidVc any news!— 
that is, there ar^ such foobsh stories told 
now-a-days!—They have nothing else to 
put in the papers,” replied Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, very cahnly—and^ery much agitated. 

“ Oh, you are so severe—and it is un¬ 
kind of you—^for I left ^ my tea scarcely 
tasted, to coifte off and Ibarn all about it 
—for if it is true, or thought so, you 
know—one wpn’t be able to see you again, 
perhaps for some time!” replied Miss 
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Scurmucheon, with an excessively prim 
look. “ I hope, of course, it is not true, 
for my nephew’s sake—^in fact, I cannot 
believe it!” 

“ What is the matter?—Am I to be 
invisible, or you to go blind. Miss Scur¬ 
mucheon ?” said Mrs. Sparkleton. “ I 
really can’t make out what you maan.” 

“ Both, perhaps! But I am glad, in¬ 
deed, my dear, you don’t understand me,” 
replied Miss Scuraiucheon, seating herself 
with an alFectionate look. “ I am so 
glad!—Pray, who is that young person 
with you? I ^avc been so agitated ever 
since!—May one speak before her?” 

“ Certainly—^it is Miss Green, Alderman 
Gullibull’s niece!” 

“Alderman Giillibull’s niece!—Thank 
goodness, I feel So relieved!” exclaimed 
Miss Scurmucheon, but without at all 
communicating the feeling. * “ Mrs. Olack- 
nuyinan was kind enough to bring me the 
paper, though she is scarcely ever able to 
leave her house, she is such an invalid! 
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It is one of the evening papers—she takes 
•in the evening papers as well—(poor thing, 
she has so little to amuse herJ)-Jt-as if she 
were a gentleman. Initials, of course— 
I knew it could not be you—only it is 
so pointed. Do look—I brought it with 
me. Do look: it is headed, ‘ Extraordi¬ 
nary A/Fair in High Life!’ ” 

“ Do you mean to—to insult me, Miss 
Scurmucheon!” exclaimed Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, losing all her exceed complexion. 
The fearful rapidity with which the press 
catches scent, and rattles after its prey, 
was not unknown to her; and with about 
similar emotions to those of a deer in the 
folds of a boa-constrictor, the conviction 
rushed upon her that her case had actually 
already got into the paj^s! 

“ Oh, no, my dear; it is not you, you 
know,—^it is only somebody else—^do hear, 
thou^—and see if I was not reasonably 
alarmed!” replied Miss Scurmuche<j|n, 
eagerly. “ Heue is the paper—Dear me! 
where is it? And I underlined it, too!— 
Extraordinary Affair in High Life - 
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“ Pho, pbo; an old maid’s charity to 
some orphan or another found out to 
be very natiiral ?” interrupted Mrs. Spark- 
leton, desperately. * 

“ ‘ An affair,’ Mrs. S^arkleton, ‘ an 
affair,’ ” read Miss Scunnucheon, no way 
moved to mercy by tjiis innuendo. “ ‘ An 
affair likely to cresate a sensation, in the 
highest circles, and to come under the cog¬ 
nisance of our ecclesiastical courts, is said 
to have met with an unlucky denouement 
this afternoon. A fair widow of gay 
notoriety-’ ” 

“No, it is hot notoriety!—it is cele¬ 
brity!” inteij'upted Mrs, Sparkleton, who 
was also most anxiously perusing. 

“ Yes, yes; ijut it makes no difference 
—‘ residing not a Hundred miles from dash 
—street, dash—si^uare, is said ( 2 s said, 
thank Heaven,^t don’t speak positively!) 
is said —to be* very disa^eeably iibpli- 
cated! The Lothario is a military noble¬ 
man more famous for his achievements in 
the fields of Venus than in those of Mars. 
It 4s said that the discovery has happened 
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very inopportunely to prevent a mar¬ 
riage which was on the tapis between the 
fashionable widow and a distinguished 
viscount. The injurdd wife-’ ” 

“ Miss Scurinucheon!” interrupted Mrs. 
Sparkleton, with passionate vehemence. 
“ Miss Scurmucheon*! if you come to my 

own house to insult mfe-” 

* “ ‘ The injured ■wife’ ” persisted Miss 
Scurmucheon, in an exalted tone. “ ‘ The 
injured wife!—^has retired to the bosom 
of her family, who are, we learn, of the 
highest monetary importance, so that the 
services of the gentlemen of the long robe, 
which we hear are already < engaged, are 
likely to receive a liberal recompence!’ 
There now! did you ever! Did you ever 
know anything so like?' Was I not justi¬ 
fied in entertaining the most serious appre¬ 
hensions?*’ 

“*I donT know—^but wfiat has all this 
got to do with me?” replied Mrs. Spar- 
Heton, resolutely hindering herself ffom 
fainting away. 
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“ Why, realjly, my dear, whether it is 
you or not, you ought to bring your action 
against the‘paper,” returned Miss Scur- 
mucheon. “ I never saw such a shame;— 
of course there can’t be any truth in it. But 
at least, if I were you, I really would write 
to the editor that it .\s not you—else every 
body wiU cut you,* and—I shall very 
sorry, but I shall he ohliged to do as otl^er 
people do." 

“ If one brought actions against all the 
people who talk scandalously of one, you 
would be the most litigious woman living. 
Miss ScurmucSeon!” returned Mrs. Spar- 
kleton. “ l^ut if I br^ng any action at 
all, it shall be against you, for having the 
impertinence qyen to imagine that this 
paragraph in any Vay relates to me.” 

“Well, don’t be angry, my dear, dear 
cr^hture—I really did it entirely tp put 
you on your ^uard,” said Miss Scur- 
mucheon. “ I would advise you to be seen 
everywhere arm-in-arm Ayith Lady Fitz- 
hauton but I am sorry to say I positively 
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have ascertained she has quarrelled with 
her husband and gone home to her 
friends. I dare say it will" ail clear up 
satisfactorily. I dare say it is Lady Fitz- 
hauton’s fault somehow or another—there 
is such a total want of judgment in that 
set. You remcmbei; what age her foolish 
cousin ^guessed me to be!—and indeed, the 
wjiole family, if they had not half a million 
of money, are little better than brutes. 
Do go to the Opej’a Avith‘^her ladyship this 
very evening—do, pray.” 

“ I’ll see about it—^yes, I think I will,” 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, someVhat dreamily. 

“ Do, there’s q. dear creature, and don’t 
look so gloomy. I’ll go and tell every one 
it is not you—the brutes { I felt certain, 
directly I read it, it coftid not be you; and 
so^ I told Mrs. Clackmannan, but she is 
such an obstinate woman. I often waAied 

* C 

my nephew (he’U do me thfe justice to own 
that!) he ought not to show such very 
pointed attentions to people in public. 
Not that there was any harm in them—but 
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for his own sake as well as yours. I sup¬ 
pose if the truth were known, Lady Fitz- 
hauton hastha^ some foolish fit of jealdusy, 
and caused all this disturbance?” 

“ I don’t know—it is vgry likely—I 
think she did do something veiy foolish,” 
murmured poor Mrs: Sparkleton. 

“Well, but really*my dear Mrs.-Spar- 
kleton, if you will allow me as an old 
friend to mention it,” observed Miss Scur- 
mucheon, in a vei^ kind and confidential 
tone—“ people do say—I tell it you all for 
your own good—^that you do lead an ex¬ 
ceedingly vivacious life, for an tinprotected 
woman; and ,the frightful multitude of 

visitors to your house- ” 

“ Does not cause the frightful solitude 
in yours, Miss Scufmuchcon!—^you have 
no right to complain of them!” inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. Spaj’kleton, her spirit reviv¬ 
ing with indignation and despair. 

“ But if you will give me authorit}'- 
—1 know that people will be scandalous— 
but-” returned Miss Scurmucheon. 


VOL. ni. 
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“ How can I hope to escape, when even 
your perfections do not?” again inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. SparMeton. 

“ Why, what does ’anybody say of me? 
—I deiy anybody to say of me what they 
do of you, Mrs. Sparkleton!” i-eplied the 
old maid, vehemently. 

“Well) merely for "your good. I’ll tell 
you!”. said Mrs. Sparkleton. “ They say 
that you always 'win at cards—are a judge 
of cordials—^that youi charity is only 
decent swindling—and if you were not a 
lady, by birth at least, would have taken 
you to the treadmill long''ago!.” 

“You honour me, niadaip!” exclaimed 
Miss Scunnucheon, turning very yellow. 

“Not in the least, 1 (Jo assure you!— 
I have no respect whatever for you, nor 
has anybody else that ever knew you!” 
Implied Mrs. Sparkleton. ^ 

“Well, I have certainlj^ no great desire, 
to be an object of respect with ladies in 
your positiop, Mrs. Sparkleton!” * said 
Miss Scurmucheon, rising. “ Still, I must 
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say, I don’t think it very good policy to 
quarrel with persons who might other¬ 
wise, for Jthe sake of their own relatives, 
have given a certain gloss to the alFair! 
But you are the best judge!—and, how¬ 
ever matters turn out, I hope Lord Deville 
won’t hear of it, or, I should fear—^men 
are such undistingthshing brutes—,—” 

“ That Miss Scurmucheon has remained 
so the greater part of a century!” inter¬ 
rupted Mrs. Spaitleton. 

“ There must be a great deal in it, or 
you would not be so much out of temper,” 
returned Miss'* Scurmucheon, fiercely. 
“ All 1 hope js, that my ,poor nephew—I 
must go and see him now directly!” 

“ Ijose no tinie, then—I do not desire 
to detain you in my house, nor ever again 
to see you in it!”» said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
wh<? had now completely lost her temper. 

“I don’t know that it VUl be fery 
respectable to visit you in it, at any 
future period,” replied Miss Scurmucheon; 
“and I must now say, that I have no 
Q 2 
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doubt this unhappy paragraph is cntii’ely 
'founded on fact—^for people never get 
into such passions about liesj’ 

“ Leave my house!’* was all Mrs. Spai’- 
kleton could utter; but the words, pro¬ 
nounced in the highest tones of female 
passion, reached ears*for which they were 
not intended—killed ■|^vo birds with one 
stene. 

“ I shall not leave your house, as you 
call it!” replied anoth(?r voice—also a 
female one—on the exterior. “I shall 
not leave your house, mum, or, perhaps, I 
shall not find it so easy to enter it again!” 

The door flew« open, and ludmitted the 
widow of the late Abraham Skinflintz and 
Co., with another personage who might be 
Considered the embodinaent of the vaguely 
grand ideal contained ‘in that mysterious 
abbreviation—^being a sheriff’s officer! 
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CHAPTER X. 

“ Mrs. Skinflintz !—and you will ijot 
leave my house!—what is the meaning of 
this insolence?’* exclaimed Mrs. Spar- 
kleton, retreating at once in tones and 
attitude before this new apparition. 

“ Mrs. Skinfhntz—and I will not leave 
this house lyitil I have ,put somebody in 
to keep it, what’s perhaps quite as able 
as the finest iady in the world. Mr. 
Girdiron, take possession in the Queen’s 
name, and show the lady the hexecution, 
thsft she may J)e certain all’s right,.” re¬ 
plied the money-lender. “'It’s for rather 
a sizeable sort of a debt; rather over than 
un3er weight, I should think, and I am 
only a acting, mum, as I told you I 



230 


THE GOLD-WOBSHIPPEES: 


should, on the Bill of Sale, though I 
didn’t quite say when, for fear you should 
make a moonlight bolt of jt.» My poor 
late husband had two’cases of it, and mis¬ 
fortunes makes one cautious.” 

“ I don’t want to give no more trouble 
than I can help,—don’t put yourself in 
a fluster on my account. I like always 
ta make myself agreeable wherever I go, 
and I’ve been in very good houses before 
this—ha, ha!” said the legal functionary 
appealed to. He was a tall, baldlieaded 
man, with a famished, undertaker look, 
in a shabby-genteel suit' of black, cloth 
boots, and with, a peculia:if, mouth, cut 
down deeply on both sides, so as to ex¬ 
press a habitude of misery, not at aU con¬ 
tradicted by the short, self-derisive laugh 
with which he concluded most of his sen¬ 
tences. 

“•Dear me! what is the matter?” ex¬ 
claimed Miss Scurmucheon. “ You don’t 
mean to say,, people, whoever you are, 
that you are levying an execution hereV' 

“ I do, indeed, mum; I’ve stood it 
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long enough ; I gave Mrs. Sparkleton due 
notice. I never do nuffin harsh; but I 
can’t staiytf my own flesh and blood to 
keep grand people .in pomp and pride!” 
returned Mrs. Skinflintz. “ Now, Mr. 
Girdiron, if you please, sir, we’ll com¬ 
mence the hinventory I” 

“ I shan’t be lor^ about it, ma’am; so 
don’t let my presence be any hindrance. 
I like always to make myself agreeable, 
—^ha, ha!—If you’ve company, ma’am, 
rU begin at the bed-rooms, ha, ha!”—said 
Mr. Girdiron, very politely, while Mrs. 
Sparkleton stated at the group in un¬ 
uttered and unutterable consternation. 
“ No fear o^ one of them nasty accom¬ 
modations, here; that’s the beauty of 
being in a lady’s house, or a gent’s!” 

“ Why, dear nje, Mrs. Sparkleton I—I 
always understood you had a T^hole mint 
of money in railways ?—Almost a hundred 
thousand pounds! ” exclaimed Miss Scur- 
milbheon, turning in amazement, mingled 
with triumph, to that lady. . 

And they are not worth a hundred 
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thousand snaps of my finger! ” returned 
Mrs, Skinflintz, doing her best to express 
the value of the commodity' by a multi¬ 
plication of the sounds indicated. “ I 
wouldn’t make my fingers ache for them, 
if I could get ’them at the price!—Look at 
the market this morning—and look what’s 
coming into it! All ..old Gullibull’s, I ’ll 
be sworn, in a few hours—and there ’ll be 
a regular panic and smash-up everywhere 
—and shares won’t be (Worth the paper 
they are printed on! ” 

“ You don’t mean that!—You must be 
mistaken,—the woman is l^urely raving I ” 
said Miss Scurmucheon, tuiming yellower 
still. “ It is only a momentary fluctua¬ 
tion in the market—Mr. Lawless told me 

< 

so, and he is confidential agent to every¬ 
body, I do believe I ” 

“ Mr. Lawless!—why, everybody iSiat 
don’jt live laidiup in lavender knows that 
he bolted this very morning, and that his 
name’s up as a Lame Duck! ” said Mrs. 
^kinflintz, with inexpressible scorn at this 



OK, THE DAYS-WE LIVE IN. 233 

ignorance. “Where do you live, mum, 
not to know that?” 

“ ‘Bolted!’—a ‘lameduck?’ ” repeated 
Miss Scurmucheon, .vacantly. “ Why, he 
had all my money out of the three-per- 
cents to invest for me!—” 

“ Then he’ll invest^it for you in dancing- 
girls and loo, over the water, in Ameriky, 
if they’ve got any,” replied Mi'S. Skin- 
flintz. “ But you don’t mean, mum, 
acshally for to say, that you was so grassy- 
green, at your age, as to trust a fellow 
that hadn’t anything in the whole world 
to trade upon But his own brass?” 

Mrs. Skinfliutz was mistaken. Lawless 
had an unbounded and inexhaustible stock 
in trade—the credulity of mankind! 

“ I’ll go to his office directly!—You 
must be mistaken l^He was recommended 
to ffiie by Aldeiman Gullibull—»and ,he is 
on terras of the greatest intimacy <»vith 
Mr. Humson himself! ” 

Well, and haven’t yoi^ heard what’s 
■come out about Mr. Humson himself?” 
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returned Mrs. Skinflintz, with a tart laugh. 
“ He may well be worth a mUlion of 
money, if he buys everythingj 'aijd pays for 
nuffin!—If you’re in his lines, mum, I 
should think you are as thoroughly done 
as this poor lady here herself!” 

“ I must go and s^e Mr. Lawless—^it is 
quite impossible! ” said* Miss Scurmucheon, 
bewilderedly. 

“ It is rather late to go and see a gentle¬ 
man, Miss ScurmucheoB, for a woman of 
your.infinite propriety,” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, speaking for the first time since the 
entry of her distinguished'guests—“ espe¬ 
cially a man of i^Lp. Lawless’s character— 
which I have heard very lately—and I 
certify to you, he is a fellpw not worth a 
straw! And believe me—^notwithstanding 
Mrs. Skinflintz’s extraordinary precipit¬ 
ancy—I do not imagine myself in so des¬ 
perate a portion as yod are!—In fact, 
I am positive that I have only to write to 
Alderman Gullibull—to relieve myse& of 
the presence of these people! And as to 
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the alderman being in any danger—the 
bare idea of a man of his enormous wealth 
failing—^ia tQo preposterous to be enter¬ 
tained for a moment! ” 

“ Two of his bills was dishonoured this 
afternoon! ” replied Mrs. Skinflintz, whose 
connexions with the tribe of Israel enabled 
her to obtain very* early intelligojice on 
such matters. 

“ But a g(!ntlcman has lent him the 
money—I know, 1 saw—he will have three 
thousand pounds to-morrow morning!” 
interposed Charity Creen, with energy. 

“ Why, if he has backers, for what I 
know, he m^ get over, it,” replied Mrs. 
Skinflintz, eyeing the speaker with infinite 
suspicion and doubt in the expression of 
her countenance. “ But Lawless’s game 
is up, and no mistake! ” 

* I must go^nd see him, late or early! ” 
exclaimed Miss ScurmucheSn. “ Cai# any 
one get me a cab?—or, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, could you,—^would you lend me your 
carriage?” 
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“No I couldn’t, wouldn’t—will not, 
will not!” returned dear Mrs. Sparldcton, 
passionately. “ Go as you <3ame, and 
tell what lies you jdease of me every¬ 
where!” 

“ I have only to tell the -truth of you, 
madam, everywhere, and—I will!” re- 
tume4 Miss Scurmucheon, with revenge¬ 
ful fury, while Mrs. Sparkleton, quite as 
vengefully, rung the bell for a servant 
to show her out. 

A footman answered much more quickly 
than might have been expected. In fact, 
he was just at the door, listening—as was 
his duty,—to hynself—for things looked 
very suspicious, and he was owed about 
two years wages, not to gnention that he 
had found himself in bouquets and gloves 
for the last month. Jt is true he was 
alloyed, in recompeuce, ;to neglect half 
his i)usiness, ‘and plunder' everything but 
the plate-chest, without his mistress daring 
to complain., The careless, impuSent 
manner in which he now entered, showed 
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that he had overheard something germane 
to the matter. 

“ Show iMi|s Scurmucheon out! ” 

“ Yes, ma’am—and I’ll be obliged by 
■your having the goodness to pay my 
dowei’-man tliis little bill—the fellow’s 
below—and is become quite ’portunat'e!” 
said John, with digtiity, and producing rt 
dirty, greasy slip of paper from a pockgt 
which, at other seasons, he would not 
have dared to seeftn to possess,—but still, 
unable quite to overcome the instinct 
of flunkeyisrn, handing it on a silver 
salver. 

“ Even my^footman!”.exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, yielding to this last anguish of 
degradation, and throwing herself in an 
hysteric passion of grief on one of her 
beautifully-embroidered ottomans, after 
dasRing away Ipth paper and salver., 

“ Good silver^^—and good Veight,” Said 
Mrs. Skinflintz, deliberately raising the 
piece of plate, and biting ctfie of its rich 
bniaments with her vice-like teeth, to 
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ascertain, by an assay of her own, the 
quality of the metal. 

“ Poor creature!—I must ^o this instant 
and see Lawless! ” said Miss Scurmucheon, 
seizing her gown-tail with an air of deter¬ 
mined resolution, and stalking out of the 
room. But John made no effort to attend 
upon the departure, or facilitate the exit 
even of so distinguished a visitor. 

Now John, in reality, ahnost loved his 
mistress. He was proiid—almost senti¬ 
mentally proud—to wear the livery of so 
beautiful and brilliant, and high-bom a 
lady. He held his head high among foot¬ 
men, and had ha j two severe boxing-bouts 
on his mistress’s accomit, in consequence 
of the arrogance of dem<janour, which he 
thought her station authorized him to 
assume among the vulgar mass of his fel¬ 
lows. But he loved himself better fetill, 
better than all mankind "and womankind 
to boot, as a true flunkey should; and 
though much disturbed, and alfttost 
affected, with his lady’s display of emotion, 
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his o>vn dignity was too much ruffled by 
the attendant circumstances to yield to 
any such tmjian weakness. 

“ D—mil it, if I’ll’stand it any longer!— 
if I’m not even to be treated like a christen 
creature, and yet to be cheated out of my 
wages!—if people give themselves such 
airs they should at least be able.to pay 
people their wages! So I give you notice, 
ma’am, I’m going to go immediately, the 
moment you sutt. j^ourself with another 
gentleman in my place; and I shall ex¬ 
pect to be paid my wages before I quit the 
house.” 

“ Go this^instant I—Let me never see 
your impudent face again,” returned 
Mrs. Sparkletoij, and as she spoke a thun¬ 
dering knock nearly battered doAvn the 
street-door, and aestored all the footman 
to •the soul of^John, who else* most de¬ 
cidedly intended to treat hil mistress Vitii 
a specimen of native and unadorned 
Brftish eloquence. He vanished to answer 
the summons, like an unwilling spirit 
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compelled to obey some potent magician’s 
<= evocation. 

“ That is either a duke qj* » parvenu, 
and I am in no condition to see either! 
In heaven’s name, Miss Green, call out 
that I am not at home,” ejaculated Mrs. 
Sparkleton, and Charity ran to the stair¬ 
head to execute the" command, feeling 
indeed that she conscientiously could. 
She returned almost instantly, looking 
rather paler than before.*' 

“ I did not say so; it is Mr. Midas 
GvdlibuU,” she observed in a slightly 
faltering tone. 

“Midas!—Is it Midas Gpllibull?” re¬ 
sponded Mrs. Sparkleton, raising herself 
with a sudden expression.of wonder and 
hope. “ Mrs. Skinflintz, let me implore 
you to leave the room with your man for 
a few minutes, and I do not doubt—I^do 
not doubt in the least—that I shall obtain 
the money to satisfy your immediate 
demand.” 

Mrs. Skinflintz shook her head incre- 
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clulously; but glancing around as if taking 
an inventory wltli her eye, to satisfy her¬ 
self that netbing could be surreptitiously 
removed, she beckoried to Girdiron, and 
both withdrew. , 

“ Miss Green, I think, I am sure, I may 
confide in you? You will not mention 
the circumstance of* my momentary em¬ 
barrassments to Mr. Gullibull?” saidMr«. 
Sparkleton; then, rising, and with a re¬ 
animated look df hope—“ The family 
have not treated you well, I know—I may 
confide in you, may I not?—You see the 
desperation of my affairs—I declare, 1 do 
believe, I heaj* that abominable bailiff’s 
footstep in my dressing-room—and I 
have made up wiy mind! I muat marry 
Midas GuUibuU—though I would almost 
rather die—^but if I* don’t, I am positively 
ruined!” 

Charity could only stare’for some*in- 
stants in utter bewilderment, and when 
she was about to give vent.to some stag¬ 
gering words of remonstrance, Girdiron 
suddenly made his re-appearance. 
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“ I’ve left my pencil on the sofy, I 
think, ma’am,” said the lean long phan¬ 
tom coming quite close, up to Mrs. 
Sparkleton, and suddenly stooping as if 
he meant to give her a kiss—at least she 
—the flattered beauty and belle of some 
seasons, shrunk back, as if ^he dreaded so 
unwelcome a profanation—he Avhispered, 
‘V/ an’t hard! I hate to be bard on people 
as is in misfortune, for I’ve known Avhat it 
is be misfortinate to my Wn cheek, ha, ha! 
—and if I was you, ma’am,—I’m only 
giving you advice for your own good, for 
in course, it’s no busu\ess of mine— I 
wouldn’t have mnch plate hr linen ! —That’s 
all—I shan’t inquire nor it, if the old 
woman don’t!” and h(y glided out again 
on tiptoe with a signiflcant wink, and one 
of his sardonic interaal laughs, w'hich 
meant td say to ears flhafe could have un¬ 
derstood, “ ff you lifce to filch anything 
from your creditors,^ I shall allow you— 
for a considemtion!’ ’ 

“What does the^’ man mean?—^that I 
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should steal my own things?” said the 
lady in great surprise ; and before the 
question c,odld be answered, Mr. Midas 
Gullibull entered. • 

Let us do justice to the plulosophical 
equanimity of temperament which enabled 
Midas to present himself in a costume as 
carefully elaborated as in his j^almiest 
and securest liours of courtshij). The 
scent of musk perfumed the air the mo¬ 
ment he drcAvout Jiis handkercliicf—Avhich 
he did the moment he entci'ed—^liis hair 
shone with the glossiest profusion of 
Kalydors and bearsgrease—the redness of 
his whiskers was subduqd with a leaden 
comb to a fine purple tnit—his waistcoat 
and gloves wepe as ■white as even the 
Opera or House of Commons boast in 
their snowiest monjents. He had even his 
cuiltomary flower of rich tints in n. button¬ 
hole ! He looked like a bridegroom »ven 
more than a suitor. 

jftut he looked a great deal more asto¬ 
nished and confounded, than became either 
R 2 
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character—even at the end of the honey¬ 
moon—Avhen his glance fell, among the 
first objects in the room,' cm C^harity 
Green. The suspicion instantly ripened 
to certainty in his shabby nature, that 
Charity had sought an interview with 
Mrs. Sparldeton to reveal the desperate 
state of his father’s iiffairs, and perhaps 
hjs owi conduct towards herself. All 
Ml’S. Sparkleton’s confusion of conscious 
culpability—^lier exaggerated cordiality 
of reception—Charity’s cast-dovm eyes— 
were not sufficient to vanipiish this 
idea. 

“ I’ve come to.see you, Mrs. Sparkleton, 
to say that J don’t believe anytJiing my 
fool of a sister has invented against you— 
but there’s another of them, I suppose, 
has been at me on the»other side,” began 
thg jivortliy. “But if tlipt’s the cas’e, I 
hopt you will not belie\A her any more 
than I do Lady Fitzhauton! And if she 
says a word against my fiither, or trie*k to 
assail his credit in any way, it’s actionable, 
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—and if he hasn’t the spirit to bring 
his action-” 

“I have,n*ot mentioned a word against 
your father, Midasj nor—against your¬ 
self,” said Charity, in a low sad tone, for 
it really grieved her—it *was not any 
other sentiment notv —to see how moan 
humanity can be, And as to his credit 
—if what lie told me be true—^it is quite 
restored: Mr, BagshaAve Avill lend him 
the money,” » 

“ licnd him the money—and by your 
means!—1 have been most roguishly 
ti’eated, Mrs. j5parkleton, by that old 
felloAV and this woman—^and I don’t care 
if I let you know the reason, to j)ut you 
on your guard qgainst believing anything 
they may invent against me! ” said Midas, 
greatly irritated .with this last signal 

berfefit^—for he was satisfied the aid would 

• * • 

be in vain, and felt it as ,»o much taken 
from a hoard he ought to have possessed. 

‘"•Do not, Midas!—do not at least tell 
Mrs. Sparkleton ! ” remonstrated Chanty 
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—infinitely more for lier cousin’s sake than 
her own. 

“But T will—T always clp what people 
I know dislike me wouldn’t like me to 
do!—You think to keep a rod in piclde 
for me, and to extort money perhaps 
every noAv and then, by shaking it at 
me!—Before J fell 'in love -with you, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, this artful girl got me 
entrapped into a, regular promise of mar¬ 
riage ! But she has no power to do me 
any harm in consequence, for I have 
bought her off, and have the papers back, 
and presents and ererythmg of that sort, 
and am a free .man to marry whom I 
like: so if you’ll marry me. I’ll many you 
as soon as ever you like,^and the sooner 
the better; for I want, above all things, 
to spite my stupid, greedy sister, and that 
profligatehrascal, Fitzhautop, and show'my 
father that I Can do withofit him! ” 

Mrs. Sparkleton turned, almost with 
abhorrfence^frym the utterer of this Jjas- 
sionate proposal, and with an expression 
of very great wonder, to Charity Green. 
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“ Do you admit—can it really be true 
—that your cousin once promised you 
marriage—that he has broken his pro¬ 
mise on my a'ccountj” she exclaimed. 

“ He has said so himself—else I should 
never have mentioned it; i intended the 
secret to have gone into the grave with 
myself,” replied Chp-rity, very calmly. 

“You are a sublime creature, then!— 
the most generous woman I ever met with 
—the only gencjrous woman I ever met 
with—that is, if you care anything at 
all about him, or ever did! ” said Mrs. 
Sparkleton—almost with enthusiasm; for 
though not much given to the practice 
of the exploded Christian virtues, she was 
not insensible to the divinity of their 
beauty when slle encountered them. 

“ 1 still wish him to be happy—happy 
ar^ prosperous,”’replied Charity, mth a 
stifled sigh—V;he deepest^ thouglf^ the 
most suppressed, of all the many she had 
heaved on Midas’s account. “ I wish 
the same to you, Mrs. Spafkleton, and* 
therefore”—she intended to have added, 
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“ and therefore I should -wish you to 
marry Midas Gullibull,” but the words 
stuck in her throat, or rather in her 
conscience! 

Charity knew, or feared with strong 
cause, that at this moment these two 
parties, whose motives to form the most 
intimate of human jrelatiouships AV'cre 
chiefly‘pecuniary—^wcre both in a state 
of insolvency and ruin. She was con¬ 
vinced in her own mii;|d of the guilty 
tenderness entertained for each other by 
Lord Fitzhauton and Mrs. Sparkleton; 
she knew the certainty ’• of that actual 
culpability—^which Midas affected to dis¬ 
believe ! Oh, yes, she kncAv' but too Avell 
that she had only to connive at their 
mutual ignorance of eacl'i other’s true 
position to ensure the lieaviest vengeance 
which the most bitter reveries of haticd 
could' devise! ^ She felt it-r-and her com¬ 
passionate and tender nature arose in 
ai'ms against her, like the serpents of a 
guilty consdence! She could not utter 
the Avords—but Midas could. 
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“Yes, dear, sweet Mrs. Sparkleton! we 
shall both be happy and prosperous all 
the rest o^ 6ur lives, if you will marry 
me directly—befora my sister can say 
anything against you to people! ” 

Mrs. Sparkleton did not* reply—for a 
brief but really dreadful pause—to all 
expecting lier answen'. The mail she dis¬ 
liked and despised perhaps more than all 
other men collectively, oflFcred her, as we 
have said, the ms>st tender and intimate 
of human relationships—and she felt that 
she must accept hitn, or prepare to en¬ 
counter the horrors of shame, desertion, 
and poverty, in forms which her educa¬ 
tion and habifs rendered the most terrible 
of all! 

Charity looked in IVfrs. Sj)arkleton’s 
face wth a really^ wild earnestness, not 

as in the old mournful ballad, fjll “ her 

• • 

heart was like to break,” but till her <jwn 
seemed very like to undergo that gi'and, 
relciising snap! She earnestly hoped 
that Mrs. Sparkleton would pronounce ar 
“ Ko,” which might spare her further 
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conflict, of a strange but rending nature, 
in herself. But, alas! Mrs. Sparkleton 
was in too desperate a condition to hesi¬ 
tate long. 

“ Well, sir, since you have the gene¬ 
rosity—I mcah, since you do me the 
justice, to put an entirely right construc¬ 
tion on an affair which—in short, I am 
going immediately to Longacres, and if 
you please to follow me to-morrow with 
a licence. I’ll—” she , paused in very 
•great confusion, but not quite of the 
“ soft-consenting’’ sort. 

“ Won’t I just!—if I patraed the shirt off 
my back to get it! ” exclaimed the bride¬ 
groom elect, frisking about With rapture; 
and darting an ireful look at Charity, he 
added, in triumph, “ You haven’t done it, 
you see, after all. Miss Mischief-maker!” 

“But J must do it!” ejaculated poor 
Chs^ity, yielding to the« suggestions of 
her conscience, after a long effort to with¬ 
stand them—but she had no experience 
-in the proper means to do it effectually. 
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Unless you really are fond of each 
other, I am sure—I am afraid—^it is 
almost ceTrf;am—^you will be so enraged 
with one another—^you will lead a dreadful 
life—and perhaps do wicked things to 
spite each other, and go to a bad place 
when you die!—And it ■will be all my 
fault if I don’t owi^—if I don’t tell you, 
Mrs. Sparkleton,—that my uncle is very 
likely to turn bankrupt, and then Midas 
will have next tc* nothing—” 

‘‘ You wicked creature, how can you 
state. such a falsehood I—But I have told 
you, ]\Irs. Sparkleton, her reason,” inter¬ 
rupted Midas. Mrs. Sparkleton looked 
curiously aghast. 

“ And if I dyn’t tell you, Midas,” con¬ 
tinued Charity, in excessive distress, 
“ that ^Irs. Sparkleton cannot pay her 
debts—would ^be a bankrupt, t<jo, if she 
were not a lady—^that there is an exiccu- 
tion in the house, and that the woman 
thut has put it in says, that Longacres is 
all mortgaged to her! ” 
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It was now Midas’s turn to look thunder¬ 
struck—^which he did with almost as strik¬ 
ing an effect as ever won the acclamations 
of the gods in a public theatre, and cer¬ 
tainly Avith a great deal more fidelity to 
nature than ever was Avitncssedonaprivate 
stage before. Charity’s character for 
truthfulness and inte^frity was so power¬ 
fully impressed even upon those who 
most affected to doubt both, that Midas, 
in spite of a most resolute effort, could 
not bring himself to doubt the evi¬ 
dence of Avhat he heard from her, lips. 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s dismayed and confused 
silence was in .itself a sufficient attes¬ 
tation. 

“ Is it true?—can it possibly be true, 
Mrs. Sparkleton?” at last he gasped 
forth. 

“ A temporary—quite a temporary "In¬ 
convenience, ‘Mr. Gullibuil,”—responded 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not very collectedly. 
“ But I trust vour motives for honoufiim 

« O 

■file with the proposal you have-” 
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“And is there a mortp-age on Long- 

w O O 

acres!—Didn’t you borrow six thousand 
pounds of .nie to buy more land to it?” 
vociferated Midas, j^rowing frantic with 
the accumulation of his >vrongs. 

“ I borrowed six thousand pounds— 
but your father, sir,—your father appro¬ 
priated it, I believe’, to the payment of a 
call upon his shares and on mine—Avhich 
would else Iiave been forfeit,” said Mi*s. 
Sparkletou, exceedingly friglitened with 
his tone and manner. 

ft 

“ Then you are a pair of the most 
consummate cheats that ever disgraced 
humanity, and you ougjit to be put in 
the pillory side by side!” shouted Midas 
—and he had good strong lungs. “ You 
are the most infamous woman, I do 
believe, that evei; breathed; the rnost 
hesfrtless, unfeeling, vain, unpwci;j3led, 
worthless coquette m all England, o* in 
all the world! And I noAv thoroughly 
believe all that my sister says about you 
and that vile scamp of an arlstocrath^ 
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swell she has married, except that I 
believe you are the worse of the two, 
and she thinks her husband is; and 
sooner than marry you I will mari^' a 
woman off the streets,—or this gi*eat, 
staring simpleton. Charity Green!” 

“ O, God!—^that I had at least some 
one left in the world, Avith a sufficient 
rppect for me, to kick this insolent scoun¬ 
drel out of my house!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, in a paroxysm of rage and 
despair; and lo, as if passion possessed 
some spell to summon its ministers. Lord 
Fitzhauton entered the chamber on the 
words, with a h>ok and manner already 
sufficiently gloomy, but quickening under 
the influence of the souiifls which saluted 
his ears, as if Avith the forked dartings of 
a tempest. , 

Insdent scoundrel, indeed! Does^his 
fellow dare to offer you aviy affront, Mrs. 
Sparkleton, on my account?” exclaimed 
his lordship, .considerably mistaking* the 
“"tause of the quarrel, but not the less 
irritated on that account. 
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“ In the vilest, the most unspeakable 
manner!—and yourself, too, Fitzliau- 
ton!—He • calls you a ‘ base scamp,’ ‘ an 
aristocratic rufBan T ” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, who had lost all comviand over her 
temper, all dread of consequences, in the 
madness of passion. 

“ He shall account to me for it [-—Mean¬ 
while, fellow, leave the liouse! ” shouted 
Lord Fitzhauton. 

“ Oh, have yo*i turned i‘egular bully to 
the establishment, my nobkft lord?” re¬ 
turned Midas, ..mockingly. “ I suppose 
you did not expect to find me here; but 
it is not the, first time,’by a good many, 
I should imagine, that you have been here 
quite as late, oi* a little later! My sister 
says you don’t keep very good hours at 
home; but I suppose you know where to 
spend your time pleasanter! W®, I»wish 
you joy of the article, anS I give uf> all 
my share in it without much regret. But 
don’t imagine I’U raise sf finger on hey, 
account, or fight one of your stylish mili¬ 
tary duels with you, to be shot like a crow! 
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I’ll give you as much as you like Avith 
these ninepins,” and he flpurished his 
fists Avith remarkable vigoun in'thc air,— 
“ and she shall pay rne my money, or I’e- 
ceive company in the Bench, for the rest 
of her days, but—” 

He Avas interruided at this point by an 

•event AAliich, in sj)ite of his tone of defiance, 

he had not probably calculated Tipon. He 

had confided in the plebeian character of 

the conflict he proff’ered,‘in the superiority 

ef his plebeian strength and muscles, that 

he should stand no risk, of being called 

upon to sustain those Avords of challenge 

with co-eflicient''deeds, 13yt among his 

ether manly accomplishments. Lord Fitz- 

hauton had carefully cultivated a knoAV* 

ledge of the “ gaye science” of boxing— 

Avhich he had found Veiy needful in the 

eource bf some of his adventures. Per- 

sonSUy, he Avas a “ plucky” felloAV, as was 

to be expected from a descendant of the 

eld Nonnan -blood—and that generous 
. . • 
blood of his Avas now all on fire Avith rage 
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and long-suppressed passions of various 
kinds, Midas received a knock-doAvn 
blow, wliicji the great Tom Crib himself— 
he, whose strokes were held by the judi¬ 
cious fully equivalent to the kicks of a 
horse—^inight have envied to have given ! 
Bendigo, famous for his magnanimous 
endurance of the like, would not, however, 
have gloried in receiving this one; but 
could not have surpassed the agility wilh 
which Midas arc^e again, his hair and 
forehead streaming with blood,—his brain 
maddened with fury,—his “^sts darting 
like cannon-balls’ recalled incessantly by 
some mighty magician, ^as they hurtled 
forth from thc*deadly machine! But Fitz- 
hauton was a master of his science. The 
brutal strength and fury of Midas availed 
him, indeed, to inflict some bruises of no 
light stamp on the peer, and to beat his 
warding fist almost to pieces; but no4 to 
win the victoiy. Thrice Midas fell, over- 
thrc*ving furniture, mirrors, tasteful nick- 
nacks of unnumbered varieties—many ot 
YfiL. III. s 
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them his own and his mother’s presents— 
and finally dashing down the admired 
portrait of the late Colonel ^Sparkleton 
from its proper elev/ition on the mantel¬ 
piece, and forcing it ojicn, for the first 
time for now a pretty long seclusion. 

What a sight 'W’^as this for Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton !—^with all her irritation and passion¬ 
ate wish to wreak vengeance on her in¬ 
sulting visitor, cci’tainly not a pleasant 
one! Accordingly, dpring the whole 
violent performance (it only took a few 
moments, hoAvever, to enact,) she filled 
the air Avith shrieks, and* rung the bell so 
furiously fi)r assistance, that about the 
third fall, when Midas lay** bleeding and 
tdmost insensible on a corner of the fender, 
Jolin, the footman, deigned to make his 
appearance, and become a witness of the 
catastr(ji;he of the scene. Charity Green 
ha<i, meanwlvlc, silently, *t)ut assiduously, 
endeavoured to mollify the frenzy of the 
combat by interposing herself and* her 
■^Intreaties at eveiy point of concussion, 
—alike disregarded. , < 
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“ John, throw this impudent huckster 
out of window, and I’ll give you a sove¬ 
reign ! ” shouted the victorious peer. 

“ Oh, pray, let him go away, and send 
for a doctor! ” wept Charity Green, wring¬ 
ing her hands. 

“ Do you want any more, or will you 
leave the house quietly, sir?” said Fitz- 
hauton, still quivering with passion, and 
shaking his fists. 


“ I’ll leave tjie house quietly—at pre¬ 
sent ! ” said Midas, rising, like the blood- 
boltered Banquo from his ^’ave. “ And 
I’ll go just as l*am to the nearest station 

house, and let them see how 1 am treated 

' » 

—and TO-M(.»RROW,” he continued, turning 
a deadlier white than the colourlessness of 
physical exhaustion—“ To-mokkow—^ it is 
too late to-night—I will go before a 
n^gistrate and procure a waiT^nt for a 
brutal assault, on me, when 1 cai^e to 
remonstrate with you on your shameful 
behaviour to my sister, and treacherous 
intrigue with your paramour here; seatt 
s 2 
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I’ll have this mail, your footman, madam, 
up for a witness! ” 

And without awaiting the “effect of his 
words on cither auditpr, Midas GuUibull 
disappeared from the apartment, leaving 
all who remaiiied overwhelmed with con¬ 
sternation at the threatened exposure. 
Nor was this all; Mrs* Clackmannan sent 
in a message at this moment, apparently 
pahic-strickcn, to inquire what was the 
matter in Mrs. Sparkletqn’s house, at that 
hour of the night!—“ It really seemed as 
if somebody*',ms being murdered!” 
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CHAPTER XL 

In fact, it was midnight! This fact was 
forced upon the startled conviction of 
Charity Green, *in the first lull of the 
tempest, almost immediately after Midas’s 
departure,—for a chronom^er took the 
opportunity to strike the solitary stroke 
which announces that hpur to ghosts who 
frequent Avell-fumished mansions—^if any 
such there arc. ^ Clicked with grief, with 
indignation, and pity, she was about to 
follow his steps opt of the house—^wlien 
the sound arrested her progress. ..She ivas 
surprised and»dismayed aimost equglly: 
the thought of Miss Dishnap’s alarm, and 
periiaps anger,—the passage through the 
streets at that untimely hour, stru^P’” 
ajipallingly on her imagination. More- 
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over, the interval suggested a new reflec¬ 
tion: she saw Mrs. Sparkleton abandon¬ 
ing herself to an agony of .(despair and 
tears—and Lord Fitzhauton gazing at 
her in almost equal agitation, and she felt 
that she ought not to leave them alone, to 
the promptings of passion and desperation. 
Accordingly, she halted at the door, turned, 
and then walked hack to Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ It is very late to-night— had better 
not go home to Brompton, perhaps, to¬ 
night—I hac^ better stay with you, per¬ 
haps, Mrs. Sparkleton?” said she, in a very 
gentle, soothing tone. 

“ No, leave me; let everybody leave 
me; let all the world forsake me!—I can 
die alone 1 ” wept Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ But it is so late!—I will stay for my 
own sake, if you will let me, and send 
some ^on(i>“to tell Miss Dishpap not to be 
alarnBsd,” said Charity. 

“ My very footman scorns to obey me 
now—how can, I send any one? Miss 
iSi'^en, I am much obliged to you, but 
pray don’t stay with me !—I want to feel 
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Utterly deserted—^utterly alone—and then, 
perhaps, I may do something that—^that 
people doii’t’expect!” And Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton glanced wildly, and inquiringly at 
Lord Fitzhauton, to mark what effect this 
ominous threat might have*upon him. 

“ Miss Green can have my carriage—it 
is waiting at the edmer of the street—I 
wish to speak with you a few words alone, 
Geraldine!” said his lordship, with much 
agitation. 

“ It is too late for me to go at all—Miss 
Dishnap has probably goi^e to-bed—I 
would rather stay to-night, if Mrs. Spar- 
kleton wiU let me,” sa^d Charity, with 
some vehemdAice. 

“Oh, yes, stay by all means!—You 
can help me to pack—^perhaps Florine 
will not—I shall, go to Paris the first 
thing in the morning!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, a^iamed to persist in yrhat 
was really her very anxious desire at this 
juucture—to get rid of the society, or 
rather, as she felt it, espionage, of Charifcur' 
Green. 
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“ I shall stay here then, ma’am, till you 
want me to help you,” replied Cliarity, 
seating herself, with an air of \|etermina- 
tion. 

“ Well, be it so! I do not care who 
hears Avhat 1 am going to say—^you can 
report every word to everybody. Miss 
Green!” said the young peer, passionately, 
but without producing the least effect in 
rehioving a part of his audience Avhich he 
considered superfluous. ‘‘ Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, I came to Avarn you of the designs of 
that banknijft talloAv-felloAv—and to ask 
an explanation, Avhich— 1 have no doubt— 
you can give me. Lady Fitzhauton has 
Avritten me a letter, a model 'of her family 
impertinence; but even I doubt if she 
would have sent at all, but that she finds 
she cannot help herself,^ and imagines she 
has onlyjo Avhistle to bring me back like 
a beaten spaniel to her feet!” 

His lordship produced a letter, Avhich 
he read aloud, listened to, it may«d)e 
■^if'ught Avith considerable interest. 

“ Lady Fitzhauton’s compliments toLord 
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Fitzhauton, and wants to know wliat he 
really intends to do—^whether it is his in¬ 
tention to jn5ke himself and the vile woman 
infamous in the eyes of every one? Or 
whether he will come home again and be 
reconciled, ih case she sliould make up her 
mind to forgive him ? Lady Fitzhauton 
might be’induced tb do so, her catechism 
teaching her to do as we would be done 
unto, if his lordship would promise most 
solemnly, on t]ie*l>ible, to coidess aU that 
Mrs Sparkleton lias ever done to him, 
and liow siie coaxed him ^c) go to that 
wicked Frenchwoman’s house; to meet him? 
Lady Fitzhauton is quj^e convinced that 
it was chiefl5^ the vile woman'e fault, and 
that she must ^ave almost forced him to 
come—and she knows it, both by what 
she has seen herself^ and what she has heard 
fr»m other jicople, of Mrs. Spfjrkleton’s 
shameful behaviour to his lordsh^i.— 
Viscount Deville has often told her of 
tlii«gs himself, and Lady Fitzhauton has 
Slow in her possession the very hlotimff 
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papei' his lordship found on the wicked 
creature’s desk, which is almost a copy of 
her note; and though it is snuulged, and 
scarcely readable in many places, there is 
quite enough remaining to satisfy the 
Lord Chancellor, or Lord Brougham, or 
anybody, how her husband Avas entrapped 
into a regular snare, ‘under pretence of 
looking over an account, which he had no 
business whatever with—^much less to pay 
with Lady Fitzhauton^s ')iioney, as it must 
have been. And Lady Fitzhauton Avon- 
ders how hi^ lordship could have done 
so, if he had known all^ 'and how much 
worse she might, have served him ! To 
shoAV what kind of a person Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton is, and Avhether everybody prefers her 
to Lady Fitzhauton or not, Lady F. is 
now firmly conAuncec] that the wicked 
creature)£n(iVf very well all along that Vis¬ 
count Deville was not at ail after her, but 
was courting Lady Fitzhauton—^which he 
Avas, as much as ever a man possibly 
Tfeidd—and Mrs. Sparkleton has a letter 
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which proves it, if she would only show 
it. All this is to be iii strict confidence ; 
but Mrs. Spaj^kleton has a letter Lord 
Deville wrote to Lady Fitzhauton, which 
shows very clearly who he was really 
after, and how Lady Fitzhauton might 
have run away -with him, if she had 
chosen, she has no doubt. He wq,s only 
making fun of Mrs. Sparklcton, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton knows it; })ut he Avas despe¬ 
rately in love Avitli Lady Fitzhauton, and 
even if he was asked, would .most likely 
not deny it. . ^ 

“ However, to make peace, and out of 
Christian goodness, Lad^ Fitzhauton is 
willing to coihc to terms, if his lordship 
will come home fo Fitzhauton House, and 
promise, upon his Avord and honour, never 
to speak to Mrs. Sparkleton again, and 
ne^r to go Avhere she is, or sit ,in^ her 
company again las long as he lives, and to 
lend Papa four or five thousand pounds 
to jihy for some corn next month. And 
Lady Fitzhauton Avill agree to forgifK" 
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Mrs. Sparkleton, and not to expose her, 
as she intended, if she will immediately 
marry her brother, Mr. Midasj a/id promise 
never to come an 3 rwhere Avherc Lady 
Fitzliauton is, and never to speak to Lord 
Fitzhauton again, or look at him even; or 
else she will consider the arrangement 
broken, and teU every one of her shock¬ 
ing behaviour. 

“ Lord Fitzhauton must reply directly, 
or proceedings will commence for a di¬ 
vorce the moment Papa can spare the 
money.” 

“Well, Mrs. Spai-kletbn?” said the said 
lord, at the conplusion of this judicious 
overture of reconciliation. ’■ 


“Well, LordFitzhautop?” replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton. 

“ Is there a letter of the kind? Did 
you rcjilly knoAv that Lord Deville was 
courting her ladyship (asohe calls it) and 
help to betray me?” exclaimed Fitzhau¬ 
ton, fiercely. . •» 

It may be thought that Mrs. Sparkle- 
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ton w'as not very likely to answer such 
u question in the affinnativc, at any time. 
But now she' was irritated to the highest 
possible pitch against her accuser; en¬ 
raged at the thought of being represented 
in a light at once so secondary and so 
base; exasperated with the triumph af¬ 
forded to Lady Titzhauton’s vanity; 
afraid of its effects on one so easily led 
away by dazzle and effect as Lord Fi?z- 
hauton; irritated, to excess with the pros¬ 
pect of his abandonment, held out as 
the condition of reconciliatibn, after she 
had lost—she had too much reason to 
fear—her position in sopiety, on his ac¬ 
count. Besides, the desperation of her 
pecuniary affairs—love, jealousy, and re¬ 
venge—spoke so powerfully to the con¬ 
trary, that we really should have thought 
it 0 infinitely more surprising , if Mrs. 
Sparkleton had, answered with the. tijith, 
than with a denial of that generally 
inonvenient goddess’s statements. And 
then it was not the truth, this fiagnmit’' 
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and positive accusation of conspiracy and 
complicity against Mrs. Sparkleton! We 
have very clearly seen that all ^he time she 
had never once fonncd a clear intention 
or idea on the subject, or even on that of 
her own conduct or purposes! We de¬ 
clare our belief thiit she would have been 
as much startled, a'c any stdge of the 
affair but the last, as anybody, to have 
perceived to what kind of catastrophe it 
was tending. 

“ Did I really know that Lord Deville 
was ‘courtkig’ your wife, sir? Did I 
really aid him in that notable project?— 
And is there letter from him to her 
ladyship, in my possession' which proves 
the same?” slic said, with an astonish¬ 
ment which no actress could have sur¬ 
passed. “ T leave you to judge yoursehj 
sir; contenting myself with infomvng 
yoy—as I think I fi)rwaerly did—^that 
there is no foundation for Lady Fitz- 
hauton’s insinuation, other than her »Dwn 
*?iS;surd vanity and absurd attempts to 
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force Lord Deville into a flirtation with 
her, because she thought it fashionable 
to have iortejo, or cavaliere servcnte, 
1 suppose, as they have in Spain and Italy! 
—As to my aiding him!—1 think, most 
people will admit 1 Avas not very likely 
to do so! and in fact I assure you that at 
this mom'cnt T believe Lord DcAulle Avould 
give his right hand for mine—and mider 
the circumstances I shall perhaps be 
compelled to pipve so, by accepting it! 
Lady Fitzhauton surely Avants to get 
rid of 3 am by an easier p/ocess than a 
false accusation^—she Avants to urge you 
into a duel Avith Lord jfeville! And as 
to any lettei* in my possession—^the only 
one I knoAV anything about, from his 
lordship to Lady Fitzhauton, is an in- 
Autation to a Strawberr}- F^east, or some¬ 
thing of that sort, Avhich Avas so elegantly 
written that 1 .inclosed it, rfis a mocifil of 
good taste, to a friend in Paris—Avhere 
you may see it if you should happen to 
go there this summer.” 
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“ I shall go there, doubtless, if you go, 
Mrs. Sparkloton!—I pledge my soul to 
that!—And promise me you' -jvill go to 
Paris, and that you ,oviU not stay and 
marry that pragmatical old coxcomb, 
with his Strawberry Feasts!” exclaimed 
Lord Fitzhauton, with vehemence. 

“ Well, I am not ex6essivcly ificlined to 
do so—at least, not at present—for I know 
he tried to annoy me by affecting to pay 
some attentions to Lady fitzhauton,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, and yet seeming to hesi¬ 
tate, as if an^’ choice remained to her. 

“ Did he, indeed?” rep'eated Lord Fitz¬ 
hauton, with a,vivacity Avhich excited 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s alann still'more vividly, 
on another score. “ Then, by Heaven, I 
will have his real motives and purposes 
more clearly ascertained! I am supposed, 
I imagiiie, to have ^vronged him in this 
reccpit affair; but if he don^t challenge me, 
I shall conclude he has wonged me, and 
challenge him! ” 

"***‘ My dear Fitzhauton, how can you 
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talk so!—You would utterly ruin me •with 
society! ” explaimed the lady. “ I repeat 
again—T atn going to Paris to-morrow— 
where I have no doubt Lord Deville will 
follow me, Avhile you—at ^le price of a 
few submissions and humiliations, no 
doubt, your wife wilj be graciously pleased 
to receive you home again, and restore you 
to your usual allowances and perquisites 
in her household!” 

“ If you will promise to go to I’aris 
to-morrow, and not to let Deville follow 
you, I will leavf her for ever—money, 
and mother, and all!” retui'ned the young- 
nobleman, Avith a side, but most emphatic 
glance at Charity Green, as much as to 
say, “ If she were not here, I would say, 
that henceforth, on those tei’ins, I dedicate 
the remainder of my life to you—and you 
aloAe !4' 

“ But Avhat security have* I of that ?-— 
I confess I should not like to be Avithout 
a friSnd whom I liked, in tho whole worW 
—though one can do as AveU without 

VOL. HI. T 
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things of the sort in Paris, as an}>Tvhere 
in the Avorld! ” replied Mr§. Sparkleton, 
with an answering glance,'which seemed 
to say, “ Xcver mind her; she is too 
simple to understand anything hut in tlie 
plainest words.” And, indeed. Charity 
listened to this conversation with a very I’e- 
markahle expression of bewildered doubt. 

. “ I will attend you to Paris in person, 
dearest Geraldine!—I will not leave you 
another moment all the' days of my exist¬ 
ence, if you^wiU sutFer me to devote it to 
your service!” replied the peer. 

“ Oh, no, no, no!—I cannot live with¬ 
out people’s nariics in my visiting books— 
Such a step would quite compromise me 
with society,” said Mrs.' Sparkleton, Avith 
hoiTor. “ I shall go alone, of course—but 
of course I cannot binder anybody from 
going' to Paris, also, that chooses. Thd’ ne- 
ce'ijsity of my affairs compels me; I must 
go AvhQe they seU off my railway shares. 
At present I could no more pay what I 
owe than the National Debt! That will 
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be sure to come out in time, and will 
account for my absence—while my return 
will satisfy everybody that I have plenty 
of money again!” * 

“ I shall be proud to b<j your banker 
meanwhile, Mrs. Sparkleton!—But as to 
the absurd sum Lady Fitzhauton wants 
me to give her father, I could aot get 
it if I Avere to sell myself!” said Fi^z- 
hauton. 

Again?” observed ]\Irs. Sparkleton, 
Avith bitterly satirical emphasis. “ And 
noAV it is all arranged; 1 fdedge myself 
to my part of tlie, conditions,—and you, 
my lord—V 

“ Will give*none—need give none, but 
your OAvn charms, dearest Geiuldinc 1 and 
the passionate love I shall cherish for you 
to the latest moment of my life!” returned 
hii? lordship, A/^ith warmth, and snatcjiing 
Mrs. Sparkletoti’s hand to* his lips. • A 
momentary vision crossed the lady’s mind, 
of ^ accidental meeting ghe had once 
witnessed between Lord Deville and Mra. 

T 2 
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Captain Fauxpas, in Paris, sometime after 
• they had become alienated. But the 
lighthouses of experience are‘erected in 
vain for humanity—tbssed and driven on 
its seas of pacssion; and she said, with a 
smile, which seemed like returning sun¬ 
shine to a stonny skj^, “I shall expect 
you, then—hut to-night, good night!— 
M,iss Green has promised to assist me; 
and we ought to set to work at once—for, 
perhaps, I might even be jjevsonally de¬ 
tained. When may one expect you in 
Paris?” 

“ To-morroAV evening!” 

“ Not quite so* soon, if you please! Give 
me at least two days’ start ih the Mommg 
Post!” 

“ Very well. It is an immense time; 
but I ought not to leave toivn, either, 
untij, b'hear Avhat sort of Ipmour Deviile 
is ili; for Lady Fitzhautoli will be sure to 
tell him everything!—Good night, then, 
dearest Geralcline!—This shall be ourTast 
paftmg, my own at last!—Miss Green, 
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you will help Mrs. Sparkleton to pack, no 
doubt; and your cousin will be much, 
obliged to yqu of course for facilitating 
her departure.” • 

“ Oh, don’t, sir—don’t, ma’am—agree on 
such a wicked thing!—Remember, it is 
forbidden in the 'Ten Commandments!— 
You miglit be drowned on the jvay, or 
killed on a railroad—don’t venture on 
such wickedness!” ejaculated Charity 
Green, actually clasping her hands in the 
energy of intreaty. 

Both parties stood astodnded at the 
indecency of the allusion—amazed at the 
impropriety of the expression! 

Lord Fitzltauton recovered the first. 

“ Yes, I ought to go with you, dearest 
Mrs. Sparkleton, to watch over your 
safety and comfort*! But where are Miss 
Gfeen’s senses gone wool-gathering ?’J 
“ It is the m»st absurd sapposition^jos- 
sible—I could prove my entire innocence 
to ftny person of common sense,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, albeit confusedly. “ Prfly, 
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my lord, have you not the identical note 
which Lord Deville’s ridiculous jealousy, 
and the garbled paper hetfoRud, has so 
strangely peiwerted 

“ I have it. here,” replied Fitzhauton, 
producing the required document. 

“ You may r«ad it. Miss Green; you 
see it has the post-mark and everything 
quite correct,” continued Mrs. Sparldeton. 
“ I intend to send a copy by you to Lady 
Fitzhauton, and you can certify tliat it is 
a true one.” 

“ I will—I will do anything —if you will 
only promise not to go, on this arrange¬ 
ment, to Paris,” ‘exclaimed Charity. “ Oh, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, do stay,*do stay, and 
marry Lord DeviUe, if yttu can.” 

“ Geraldine, I rely upon your promise; 
I am determined PeviHe never shall pos¬ 
sess you, if I die for it!” sajd Fitzhautbn, 
with angry vehemence. 

‘‘ You may rely upon my promise, and 
claim it in Pafis as soon as you like, fiter 
td-morrow,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ Good night, then, dearest.” 
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“ Good night then, my dear, dear Fitz- 
hauton.” 

And Mjs.' Sparkleton accompanied his 
lordship to the docjr—to the head of the 
stairs, where they communed yet awhile; 
and the dismayed Charity * distinctly saw 
them embrace as they parted! 

Mrs. S^jarkleton’ in fact, returned with 
the look of a woman who has made up her 
jnind to brave everything. She was'no 
longer tearful,, undecided, submissive. 
And yet she "was moved and troubled with 
the expression of intense stp’row and in¬ 
treaty in Charify’s face as she returned. 
“You are the best of c^^eatures, my good 
girl,” she said, after a moment’s thought; 
“ but you are ^fiightened without cause. 
Besides, what can I do ? I am actually at 
tins moment a positive beggar. They 
have seized all my valuables—perhaps 
they will soon, seize myself, An^ finless 
I get a pan of charcoal, and shut myself up 
with it, a laParisienne, Imust—^goabroad.” 

“ Why not marry Lord Deville, jjra- 
dam ? He thoroughly deserves you!” 
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said poor Charity, with that simplicity of 
expression which characterised her. 

“ Because, my good girl, tlioygh I con¬ 
cealed it to prevent a .duel, or something 
of that sort, 1 do really think—^you know, 
Lord Deville is quite a rake of an old 
fellow—I think he must have had designs 
on Lady Fitzhauton. I'll show }'6u a letter 
of his —the letter—and would you have 
me' marry a man of that sort? Besides, 
after this I’cccnt alfair, perhaps he really 
would not have me, myself—^though it was 
Lady Fitzhau/on he made his butt of, and 
not me. It stands to reason!—she is mar¬ 
ried; what could Jie want with her?” 

And not troubling greatly to preserve 
consistency with her fori^er statements, 
or perhaps more anxious to convince the 
remonstrator of the necessity of her pro¬ 
cedure, Mrs. Sparkleton produced the 
famous Sti'awberry note, f^om a private 
escritoire. This she read aloud, with great 
emphasis on the more salient points; aiad 
concluded with the very rational inference, 
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“ Now, don’t you see, by the things she 
says against me, and the efforts he makes 
to set peQpf(^ against mo—that is. Lady 
Pitzhauton—he coidd have meant no good 
either to her or to me?” 

“ God forgive him!” sighed Charity. 

“ But I shall not—^in a huriy! He has- 
done me incalculable mischief!—^y.ou may 
prevent him from doing a good deal more,” 
continued Mrs. Sparkleton. “It is the 
story of the judgment of Solomon again! 
Lady Fitzhauton wnnts to get her hus¬ 
band into a duel—she would not mind if 
he were killed, so that she might get into 
the papers—but I cannot bear the idea of 
the least danger being incurred by him I 
Believe me. Miss Green, that is why I 
want him to come to Paris! But I can¬ 
not always be watcjiing over them! What 
I intreat of ^you to do, as a li^st im- 
measxirable goodness, accordingly, 1% to 
let Lord DeviUc see a complete copy of 
myrnote to Fitzhauton, that he may have 
a reasonable pretext to think himself ifDt 
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SO ill-treated as to require satisfaction. 
,Men are such fools, you know!—and for 
you to teU hiin, from me, tlijit if lie dares 
to utter a word against me, or to abet 
Lady Fitzhauton in her false accusations, 
or to challenge Lord Fitzhauton, or do 
anything of that sort, which may com¬ 
promise, me, and countenance ridiculous 
reports, I will show this letter to Fitzhau¬ 
ton, and have it published in all the 
papers; and then he will be scouted by 
all the world, for the most hypocritical, 
designing, wicked old felloAV in it!” 

Charity Green listened; and an extra¬ 
ordinary thought came into her head as 
she listened—extraordinary for her, at 
least, to conceive—it was complex, bold, 
and decisive—a real coup de maitre! 

“ I will show a copy of this note, not 
only t 9 Jjord Deville, but to Lady Fkz- 
haul-on and her family; «and I will tell 
his lordship about the letter—and I will 
help you to pack up at once—if you evill 
promise to me not to let Lord Fitzhauton 
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know where you reside in Paris—not to 
write to him, till you receive a letter from 
me!” she«6aid, with sudden energy. 

“Agreed!” replied Mrs. Sparkleton, 
rather dubiously, and vei^ much as if she 
only promised to soothe the applicant. “But 
—I am sure I do not know how or where 
to begin packing;—where is Florine?— 
Elorine has surely not had the impudence 
to go to bed without my leave?” 

But Elorine had gone to bed wthout 
leave! She enjoyed the confidence of 
John the footman, and saw ilo reason, from 
his I’cport, to deprive herself of her natural 
rest, for a mistress who was so likely 
very soon toAease to be so. M rs. Spai'kle- 
ton was so cj^asperatcd, that she went 
and roused the sleeper herself, and "with 
such raauifestati 4 >us of anger that, if 
Plorine had, not been seduced .by the 
magic words-*-“ I am goiftg to Paris im¬ 
mediately!” she might perhaj)S have en- 
cotintercd a feminine editipn of John the 
footman’s impertinence. As it was, •she 
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attracted the notice of the vigilant Gird- 
jron, who had been graciously pleased to 
take up his quarters for the* night in the 
best bedroom of the house, except Mrs. 
Sparklcton’s—^yho had not the old super¬ 
stition of reserving the very best for any 
guest whatever. 

This .worthy dressed himself with all 
convenient speed, descended—and a tap 
from his lean long knucldes at Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s door startled that lady, her 
maid, and Charity Green, in the midst of 
a most interesting discussion, as to the 
particular trunk in which they should 
stow a favourite and latest court dress— 
the one in which she mtfant to pay 
her respects—to whoever or whatever 
might be in possession of the Tuilleries, 
immediately on arriving. 

“ Cap’t have nothing removed from tke 
housa, ma’am, «by night—^teiin’t suffered; 
ha, ha!” said Mr. Girdiron, through the 
key-hole, in his derisive, funereal tone^’ 

Charity, however, poor girl, had seen a 
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sheriff’s officer in former times, and had 
some idea of the extent of his powers.^ 
“You cannot hinder a lady from taking 
her mvn clothes, ‘sir,” she said—very 
meekly. 

“ And, besides, don’t—and here is half 
a sovei’eign for you!” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, handing out the money—qnd Mr. 
Girdiron, remarking, “ I an’t allowed to 
take money,” took it, nevertheless, and 
added—after a moment’s internal struggle 
—“Well, as you are such a real lady, 
ma’am,! don’t mind if I iell—I should 
advise you, if I was you, to make quick 
work of it—for Mrs. Skinfiintz told me, 
if I had any suspicion of your intending 
to bolt, to semi her word, and she’d get 
something what ’ud hinder you!” 

This hint was^not Avithout its effect, 
and a very strong one, on Mrs. Sp^rkleton 
—too strong, indeed. She^poke the Jruth 
Avhcn she said that she felt herself as 

“ nerveless as a sack,” and sank on a sofa 

* • 

very much in the style of such an artfcle. 
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suiFered to fall in collapse. But Charity 
supplied her place most amply; and, very 
shortly after daybreak—quilje iij time for 
the first Dover train—«he had everj’tliing 
in readiness for a departure. Mrs. Spar- 
kleton then consented to go, provided Cha¬ 
rity would accompany her to the station, 
and see, that her luggage was'jiroperly 
stowed; for she was quite incapable, she 
declared, of looking ■ to anything of the 
sort herself; and Florins was “ quite a 
fool in everything but dressing one!” 

She took cauc, however, before she went, 
to send a note of her departure to ai 
fashionable morning journal, which she an¬ 
tedated by a day; and confiding a copy of 
her fonner fatal epistle to, Lord Fitzhau- 
ton, and a thousand times exacting from 
Charity Cx’een a renewal of the promise to 
convey Jier resolution on the subject of tlie 
Straivberry nofce to Lord dDeville, she at 
last consented to set forth on her flight. 
Three loaded cabs with difiiculty c«n- 
veyid “a few absolute necessaries,” for 
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the lady and her maid, themselves oc¬ 
cupying a fourth with Charity Green. 

It was* so* early in the morning that 
Mrs. Sparkleton had reason to hope she 
could have proceeded op her journey, 
■without exciting .any observation, which 
she greatly dreaded. In fact, the chill of 
early day was stiU very perceptible; and 
the sun had hardly attained any power. 
Nevertheless, she was sui^rised, and soom 
a little dismayed, to observe how many 
persons seemed afoot—and persons, too, 
of fashion, and apparent respectability of 
various kinds—in the commonly accepted 
sense of that word, meaning those who 
are well-drcSsed, and seem to have money 
in their pochets. By the time they 
reached London Bridge, the number of 
people traversing the streets, seemingly 
ilatent on s^me great object, an^ all pro¬ 
ceeding in th(? same direction, stirr^ the 
anxious wonder of Charity Green also. 
A* continuous stream of people, now 
darkened with the masses of a vast •and 
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haggard populace, flowed past in never- 
/leasing current, strengthened by new 
accessions at every corner and turning of 
the streets. 

“ Is it so evGry morning, Miss Green ? 
—Is this about the time when people go 
into the city to do all, the work there?” 
Mrs. Sparkleton had inquired several 
times—receiving only a perplexed and 
' doubtful answer from the inexperienced 
oracle appealed to—whtfn the mystery 
was suddenly explained. 

“ I say, BiK, do you think them cabs 
has lots of the nobs-in them a-going to see 
her turned off ?’“ said a dustman, who, 
aU begrimed with ashes, dnd smoking 
a short pipe, was stalking hastily along 
beside a costermonger -with a ginger-beer 
truck. . 

“ I, shouldn’t think so, because why? 
themr as could' afford to Jide has been 
there all night, in their proper places, 
a-taking it easy, in the windows opposifei, 
wo^’ has been fitted up as good as a 
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theatre, for to see them swing!” replied 
the itinerant .restaurateur. 

“ Oh!” • es*claimed Mrs. Sparkleton, 
with a sliglit shudder; “ now, I remem¬ 
ber—poor Ml’S. Redgold i« to be hung 
to-day, and her husband Avith her ! 
Don’t you remember, ]Miss Green; 
haven’t you Jieard? Thej^ mUrdei’cd 
some sort of an exciseman, or cijs- 
tomliouse-otficer for — for his IlaihAmy 
Scrip!” 

And “ poor Mrs. Redgold ” Avas hanged 
on that day—in hhick satin, Vitli a liand- 
iome black lace veil on her head, Avliich 
concealed the blacker ago^iies of her doom 
from the opdl’a - glasses of the distin¬ 
guished audience posted in the boxes be¬ 
fore that grand dramatic spectacle^ Avdiicli a 
liberal and enterprking manager, Justice, 
offers every n©AV and then to the puWic 
amusement. Rut Mrs. SfTarkleton ’fras 
half-Avay at Dover, starting—Avill it be 
beli<?ved?—in a parliamentary;’ train, before 
the illustrious gold-Avorshipper in ques- 

VOL. III. u 
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tion met her doom, in company with the 
fatuous villain, her spouse. , 

Mrs. Tledgold had only fcarficd out the 
great principle of the sect to which she 
belonged, to 'an excess disapproved 
society. She had offered a living sacrifice 
to the Modem Moloch—which is not con- 

t 

sidered right! We may sacrifice—nay, 
we are expressly enjoined by the doctrines 
of the religion, to sacrifice our own and 
our children’s hearts (Ind affections, all 
the nobler aims and objects of existence, 
to the supremacy of the deified Fiend in 
question. But Ave must not precisely kill 
a man! Mrs. Itedgold did. She invited 
a friend to a dinner—for A^liich she made 
no other preparation than a grave and a 
loaded pistol; and after having debased 
herself for years to a priest of the infernal 
Beity she worshipped—old, ugly, m&n- 
splrited, and 'avaricious—^she finally sacri¬ 
ficed herself on an altar contrived for the 
purpose, in the kitchen of a lowly aB'ode; 
but destined thenceforth to become the 
shrine of many an exalted pilgrimage ! 
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chap’ter xji. 

Aftek seeing Mrs. Sparkleton fairly en 
route, and liaviil^’ received, as a parting 
cajolery, the name of the hotel to which 
slie meant to go. jnformatioi>of which she 
was to enjoy the exclusive possession for a 
day or two. Charity GreSn set out, weary, 
sad, and pa'^ with exhaustion of body 
and mind, to walk to Brompton. Her 
object was to assure Miss Dishnap of her 
safety, about which she feared her friend 
■v\^)uld be vci^ uneasy, to refresh •herself 
with a little re^ and tea, arfd then to ifcakc 
the best of her way to Lord Deville’s, 
on*the singular commission with which 
she was charged, and on another of ter 
IT 2 
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own, which would excite the reader’s 
, misgivings as much as Charity’s herself, 
if we thought it advisable io put him in 
any trepidation Ijy the disclosure until avc 
are obliged. 

Charity arrived at Miss 1 )ishnap’s little 
mansion of cleanliness and order about 
six o’clock on a tine summer morning. 
This was her usual hour to rise, or even 
earlier; and indeed, as Miss Dishnap had 
not gone to bed tliat night, it Avas not 
very surprising that the d(jor Avas opened 
AAuth singula.' promptitude to Charity’s 
AVcll-knoAvn, timid 3'ap. But it Avas a 
little surprising, perhaps, that immediately 
]\liss Dishnap, Avho opened <thc door, had 
recognised the visitor, Axith her fagged, 
spent, Avo-begone coiAutenance, she banged 
it to again, in licr facej 

Alap, poor Charity, thou^ didst not ex¬ 
pect this kind* of reception! Thou didst 
not knoAV hoAv haggard thou AA^ert looking, 
how little Miss Dishnap could account 
foi thy unaccountable absence all night; 
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thou didst not take into consideration 
what an ill opinion she h£\,d formed of the* 
lady who*to3k thee in a cab from the 
bazaar the night Befoi'e ; how she had 
spent the Avholc interval in* anxiety of the 
acutest kind, blaming herself and thee; 
how, finalj.}’, she had come to the conclusion 
that thou wert weary of thy povci’ty and 
misery, and had wilfully suffered thygelf 
to be inveigled into some den of infamy; 
whence thou hast dared to present thyself 
in her pure and, truth to say, very old- 
maidish presence! Charity*only remem¬ 
bered all this when the door was closed 
in her face, 

Nevertheless she ventured, after an 
interval, to raj) tigain—without producing 
any effect. Her natural timidity and 
nervousness of clAiracter then began to 
exercise thei» sway over her. She began 
to get frightened lest she ‘should b(/ ob- 
sensed by the neighbours, lest curiosity 
ancl speculation should be* aroused; and 
in great consternation walked away at 
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the very moment when Miss Dishnap, 
•ashamed of her ^ebullition of .temper, and 
struck with the thought thiat Sihe might 
be mistaken, had made up her mind to 
open the door and admit her—^if she only 
rapped again! 

Three hours more ©f painful, and sor¬ 
rowful wandering in the streets, a cup of 
cocpa at a moveable shop Avhich disposed 
of the beverage hissing hot to passengers, 
were poor preparatives to the interview 
Charity was yet determined to seek with 
Lord DeviUe/’ ■ She had .only a jpenny in 
her pocket, and was therefore obliged to 
content herself Avith this humble and not 
very inviting refreshment. 

At ten o’clock. Charity thought she 
might present herself to the notice of his 
lordship without fear' of being incon¬ 
veniently early; and then she discovered 
that* she had forgotten to ascertain his 
direction from Mrs. Sparkleton. Never¬ 
theless she had. some indistinct idea of his 
place of residence, and imagined, not 
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without reason, "Ihat a personage of so 
much importance would be easily dis¬ 
covered m his neighbourhood. And, 
indeed, she was not long in ascertaining 
Lord DeviUe’s abo’de—at which she pre¬ 
sented herself with a heart too weary to 
throb any longer, even if she had not lost 
so much of her old supei’stition towards 
rank and title. 

The servant who admitted Chafity 
Green into Lor(]*DeviUe’s stately mansion 
stared vsdth astonishment at her when she 
requested permission to spe the noble 
master of the house. He thought that, 
at most, she had come t« pay her respects 
to one of tli^ housekeeper’s underlings. 
But he was a^man of great experience, 
both in the world and m his master’s 
habits, and he rephed with urbanity that 
his lordship had only just gone to bed,— 
was only just seturned fropi Horsemonger 
Lane, and consequently—unless her busi- 
noBS was very pressing—he should not 
like to disturb him. 
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“From Horsemonger Lane!” thought, 
Charity Green, but—“ Oh, yes, it is ex¬ 
ceedingly presshig,” she said,. “ I come 
from a lady—a lady—lady who—” 

“ If there is^ a lady in the case, I will 
deliver any message,” said the ui’bane 
lackey; a great contrast to the proud 
];)ortcr (^f Madame Millcflcur’s establish¬ 
ment. 

“ You need only say—if he will get up 
for a minute—it is of the utmost import¬ 
ance I should see him directly.” 

The lackey^gavo a courteous, pleasing, 
inexplicable smile—and disappeared. He 
retimied in a few moments Avith word 
that if she had a note she might give it to 
him to deliver; if a messiigc, she might 
ascend Avith it in pei'son. 

Charity Green, in th^ eagerness of her 
ideas, OA'erlooked some obvious considera?i 
tions^ which ov^ght to have occurred to 
her; and it Avas not until she found her¬ 
self ushered into his lordship’s chambor, 
where he lay in bed, with only lus head 
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visible from tlie sheets, cased in a pretty 
scai’let silk nightcap, that she imagined in 
the least that her reception Avas to be in 
the precise style of «n ancient royal levee! 
Ei'C she could express her surj^rise, or 
perhaps some other sentiment, the dis¬ 
creet lackey had ^ vanished, closing the 
door after liim,—and his lordshijii, taking 
a rather sleepy but curious stare at her 
from the ]iilloAV', observed:—“ Well, my 
dear, whom is die pretty little message 
from ? 13ut nially I don’t think she Avas 
very Aviso to send so pretty 8, messenger.” 

This AA'as said very kindly and compli- 
mentarily. It showdd his lordship’s 
command ovf»r his temper to admiration, 
for, after all, he had not been so much 
amused Avitli the spectacle in Horse- 
monger Lane as Ije had expected. The 
AMoman kept her head too carefully covered 
up: the man merely looked deadly A^hite 
and foolish, and quiA^ered in the joints. 
Aiwl then, after all, it gave his lordship 
a sensation he neither desired nor <;x- 
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pected—though he had bargained for a 
strong one—^wheh those two miserable 
figures were swung oif like carrion crows 
in the air. He did ncft like to see a lady 
hanged—and really Mrs. Itedgold looked 
quite ladylike in her black satin gown 
and lace coiffure! His lordsliip had 
only expected to see a woman hanged. 
He was tired, too, with sitting up all 
night, in a miserable little dungeon of a 
room, to see the thing >.it aU; and liis 
head ached with the champagne he had 
been obliged ^o drink to keep his spirits 
up to the proper pitch for enjoying that 
sort of thing. 

“My name is Charity Green, my lord; 
I thought your lordship was up! Aider- 
man Gullibull’s niece, my lord ! ” re¬ 
plied Charity, in consternation, moving to 
the dooy. 

“ §o I am up^l can’t say particularly 
wide-awake!—I mean I can hardly be¬ 
lieve in my own eyes I—^the quiet, demure, 
orderly young creature I seem to re- 
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member by that name,” said his lord- 
ship, staring with wider eyes than ever,, 
“ and actually it is you! ” 

“ I want to speak to your lordship—I 
have a message from Mrs. Sparkleton,” 
said Charity, putting her hand on the 
door-latch. 

“From Mrs. Sparkleton? Wiell, my 
lordship is here — don’t run away; I 
protest to you I won’t eat you,” said his 
lordship, rising »in consideralde agitation 
on his elboAV. “Pray, don’t run away, 
Miss Green!—Don’t be alarmed, though 
I oAvn the quilt is a little fanciful, covered 
as it is Avith a dancing ^orps de ballet. It 
is a Parisian»taste, not mine!—or stay, as 
you really loob quite frightened of me, I 
AviU put on my dressing-goAvn, and do 
myself the honour—Royston! (and he 
ikng his bt;Jl very briskly), shogw. Miss 
Green into thd breakfast-jmrlour, Avh^re I 
Avill join her immediately.” 

*In a few moments thq viscount had 
dressed himself in the morning costftme 
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indicated, and though he was rather hur¬ 
ried and anxious, not without some atten- 
tion to effect. He even put «n a new 
pair of embroidered slippers for the occa¬ 
sion. He was a little flurried and asto¬ 
nished certainly on first recognising 
Charity Green, hut he had noAv thoroughly 
resumed,,the role which he considered his 
right in the recent discovery—^that of an 
I injured man. 

“Well, Miss Green,”»)he said, as he 
entered, “you will excuse my foolish 
valet—a fellqw who has been in some 
very bad services, I should think, to 
make so great a mistake as to—but I OAvn 
I am myself astonished to e-ee a young 
lady of so much admiraUc decorum of 
manner keeping up any species of con¬ 
nexion with a womai], who like Mrs. 
SparHeJon—but 3mu are perfectly ao 
quair^ted ivith tiie afflicting»particulars.” 

“ But you are not, sir, perhaps,” said 
Charity, with a little hesitation. “ Mbs. 

• Spaikleton has desired me to present you 
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with this copy—whicli I can witness is an 
exact one—of the original note to Lord 
Fitzliantcai—•which caused all the mis¬ 
chief, by your finding a piece of blotting- 
paper that had taken an impression only 
of what inculpated Mrs. Sparkleton!” 

“ Good iieavens! hoAV do 3’ou know 
that?” exclaimed liis lordsliip,, mecha¬ 
nically taking tiic offered writing. 

“ Lady Fitzhauton has Avritten to*her^ 
husband, to tell him hoAV you made love 
to her; liow you made addresses to Mrs. 
Sparkleton your cover ; fpid hoAV you 
induced her to go to Madame Millefleurs,” 
replied Cliarity. ' 

“ Foolish,* inexpressibly foolish, vain, 
heartless doll ,of a'Avoman! You don’t 
really mean to say that she has done so 
prodigious an act of selfish senselessness?” 
exclaimed the viscount, starting up and 

• ' . ^ i ^ 

traversing thc>room Avith agitated strides. 

“ I heard Lord Fitzhauton read the 
eaact Avords to Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
demand of her your letter, Avhich •her 
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ladyship declared olfered full confirmation 
‘to her words! ” replied Charity. She had 
an excellent memory, and.sliQ repeated 
almost verbatim the entire contents of Lady 
Fitzhanton’s communication to her spouse. 

“ Unparalleled folly! prodigy of silli¬ 
ness and vanity!” exclaimed the viscount, 
who peiyelved very clearly that Ihe repe¬ 
tition owed nothing to invention; “and 
people who know only what they hear 
about the circumstances * will be sure, to 
consider me a prodigy of dTiplicity and— 
and—I don’t, know what, but something 
veiy horrible, of course!” 

“ They will indted! ” exclaimed Charity, 
with great earnestness. “ Xhey will con¬ 
sider you a wonderfully Uud man—espe¬ 
cially after what you did once before!” 

“ I shall be scouted out of all society,” 

muttered the viscount; “there cannot 

* « 

be a‘doubt of it: Mrs. Sparklet on, of 
course, produced my foolish letter, and I 
may expect a message from Lord Fite- 
haueton in the course of the morning? ” 
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“ No, Mrs. Sparkletoii tlid not ; she 
has taken it with her to Paris,” replied 
Charity (Srefti. 

“ To Paris!—hds Mrs. Sj^arkleton gone 
to Paris?—^but are you sure she did not 
show the letter?” 

“ She denied having it—but as Lord 
Fitzhauton intends to follow iTer there 
immediately, she ■will be sure, out <V 
revenge, to let him see it at last! ” 

“ Intends to *foUow Mrs. Sparkleton to 
Paris?” repeated the viscount with asto¬ 
nishment. “ anight do very 

well—^it ■ will confirm everything!—But 
^et it really is a pity so fine a woman 
should sacrifice herself to sucli a strutting 
jackanapes as*that!” 

“ But he don’t mean to go unless you 
challenge him!—F'or he says, if you don’t 
he shall be convinced that ho ,^s the 
injured party^ and shall diallenge you! ” 

“ Amazing!—^most extraordinary logic 
ifideed! ’’'exclaimed Lord.De'ville. “ Any¬ 
way, it seems, we are to have an expoaS 
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iind a meeting, and he makes certain of 
killing me!—and it is not at all unlikely; 
he is a first-rate shot! ” 

“ Or else you niu^t kill him, in an 
unjust quarrel, and be a murderer!” said 
Charity, with strange solemnity, for one 
who generally spoke with as little em¬ 
phasis as possible, to avoid attracting 
notice. 

“ What odd, startling, unpleasant 
words you use. Miss Green!” exclaimed 
the viscount, quite out of temper, and 
very considerably agitated, “ I don’t 
want to kill the man; but any way, my 
charactei', which *Gias cost me such a 
world of ti'oubleto repair, is<irretri(',vably 
ruined! But 1 certainly<*shall not set 
myself up as a mark for any man’s 
bullets, Avithout making, an effort in self- 
defenqe.. I am not so much, troubled at 
that, as that I am almost Certain—being 
in the poAver of a woman mortally 
offended—my cjiai’acter will be-given tfp 
to iJhe ill-natured observations of the 
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world. Indeed, I shall be rather pleased 
if I can giw it Fitzhauton a little, as T 
did the oT;her fellow, if it were only to 
punish that blonde little fool of a wife of 
his, who sacrifices everybody without the 
least scruple, to her intolerably s«flfish 
vanity, ^nd I o\vn I shall like to do 
something that may prevent his ’journey 
to Paris, for I had no idea, until lately, 
how extremely partial I am in reality to 
Mrs. Sparkleton f She is a woman of wit 
and judgment, that never would have 
behaved in the •extraordinarily senseless 
manner Lady Fitzhautoj^ has.” 

*• Oh, then. I’ll tell yon a Avay, my lord, 
to get entirely out of this sci’ape, and 
revenge yourselt* in quite a pleasant man¬ 
ner, without any danger of killing or 
being killed!” exclaimed Charity, with 
th? enthusiasm of a groat idea. ’‘^Set 
oft’ immediately *to Paris, an*d marry Mrs. 
Spa”kleton before I.,ord Fitzhauton can 
get flicre 1 I know her direction—^nobo^ 
else does—and I will give it you. That 

VoL. III. X 
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will be the greatest revenge possible for 
you to take upon Lord Fitzhauton; that 
will silence -all scandal, entirely refute 
Lady Fitzhauton, vex her very much, 
and make everything happy and straight 
agaki.” 

“ My dear girl, this is really a most 
extraordinary idea—quite an inspiration 1” 
said the viscount, after a brief pause of 
surprise. “ It would certainly secure 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s secrecy with regard to 
the letter; and she is a very rich and 
handsome woman; and it would be a 
divine trick to pl.ay that pampered puppy, 
Fitzhauton ; a most sensible mortifi¬ 
cation to' his silly wife—Knd really one 
owes society some reparation—and one 
oughtn’t, if possible, to get entirely out of 
its good graces—and I am a little tired 
of Paris, and.Italy’s too hot, and 'St. 
Petersburg too cold, for "my constitution. 

I don’t bke Germany, and should detest 
America; and it is almost time on<? got 
married. But yet, after all—” 
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“ There are a miUion reasons for, and 
none that y»u can urge against it!” ex¬ 
claimed Ohafity, fining up the pause of 
hesitation. 

“ But yet, I am afraid, she greatly 
prefers Lord Fitzhauton,” continue^ the 
viscount. 

“ That is why it will be pleassCnter for 
you to oust him, I should think, ^ir? 
Besides, you cannot be sure of that, for 
you have not ,}^t tried sincerely to win 
her affections to yourself,” returned the 
mediatrix. 

“ That is true again,” mused the vis¬ 
count, smoothing his whiskers medi¬ 
tatively; “and I don’t imagine myself 
much inferior tb Lord Fitzhauton in any 
respect, unless he is, perhaps, a little 
younger. Do youAhink he looks so, Miss 
Gteen?” 

“ I never compared ydU, sir; but I 
should think that would be another rea- 
soi#why you should triumph in winning 
the day from him,” returned Charity. 

X 2 
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“ True again. Perhaps we might 
•reverse the usual process, and hate one 
another before instead of after* marriage. 
And I am certainly in*a sad fix,” said the 
viscount. “ You have heai’d the anec¬ 
dote, Miss Green, of the man who was to 
be hanged unless he inari’ied the ugliest 
woman*in the province—^it was some- 
whnre in France, I believe. I could be 
almost tempted to imitate him and say, 
‘ Drive on!’ too.” 

“ But Mrs. Sparkleton, I have heard 
every one s^y that ever saw her, is one 
of the handsome^ women in the world!” 

“ Yes, and she has the savoir-vivre in 
perfection! She does not? in the least 
smell of bread and buttei-! But suppos¬ 
ing I Avere to follow out your very extra¬ 
ordinary idea, Miss Green, wouldn’t 
people laugh atnie—wouldnlt people say*— 
yott know whht reports Lady Fitzhauton 
would propagate?” 

“ She could not; here is the exact <fopy 
o^ the note that deceived her, with a 
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broken impression—and she would not 
dare to say* anything for fear of being 
laughed dit as? a foolish, mistaken person, 
who imagined you*were in love with her, 
Avhen it wiU plainly appear by your 
marriage you were really and truly 
courting Mrs. Sparklet on!” 

“ But how do I know that Mrs. 
Sparkleton will receive my address, ^ter 
what has passed?” said his lordship. 

“ I am sure slie will,” replied Charity, 
with great energy. “ I am quite sure of 
that! You havii only to g* and declare 
yourself satisfied by th^ full contents of 
the note, whose blotted extracts alarmed 
you; and ofibr the best reparation you 
can by marria^, and I am positive you 
will not be refused.” 

“ She instructed you then to say so?” 
returned the viscount,^with a smjle of 
much gratification; and a% Charity 4iept 
ajesuitical silence,he continued,—“I must 
allfiw, I always admired Mss. Sparkleton’s 
good taste and judgment. It is the only 



3 lb THE GOLH-WORSHIPPEES: 


possible solution of one’s perplexities, I 
think; so you had better drive on, in one 
sense, Mr. Carman Destiny! I will not 
be like that strange person, who would 
hot even escape the halter by the altar!" 



OB, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. Sll 


CHArTER XIII. 

Three oi’ four, clays after these occur¬ 
rences, Lord Eitzhauton considered he 
had -waited long enough for any expres¬ 
sion of hostile sentiment from Lord 
De-ville, mthout recemng any, and con¬ 
cluded that^ he might now depart for 
Paris without ^ny appearance of a flight, 
or any danger of compromising Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s reputation. Well pleased, 
lie gave orders to his servants to prepare 
everything for a trip 'tc^ the Coritinent, 
intending to start in the afternoon of the 
ciay in question. 

Lord Fitzhauton enjoyed at present a 
very nice bachelor sort of existence. He 
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had the house to himself; his wife con¬ 
tinued at Putney with her ^family, no 
doubt exasperated beyond reconciliation— 
at least he hoped so, after his treatment 
of her brother, and disdainful lienee to 
herself. He had not his legs on the 
table,* as an American gentleman might 
have had under similar circumstances 
of tranquil domestic enjoyment—but he 
} Dlled at his ease, and in a most pleasant 
mood, in a SA\dng chair, smoking a cigar 
in a room where even his aunt had never 
permitted him to do so. She, too, had 
not made her appearance since she had 
written him a mostViolcnt diatribe against 
Ml’S. Sparkletoii, threatening^all the ven¬ 
geance of the gods (an(l Miss Scur- 
mucheon’s were rather rum jokers!) on 
his head, (not to mention hellfire eternal,) 
unless he entirely and perpetually relin-<. 
quished that lady’s' society; •winch epistle 
her noble nephew had veiy politely in¬ 
closed in a clean envelope and returned t^' 
her, cs a valuable testimony to posterity 
of her regard for his true interests. 
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Smoking this cigar, which, was a most 
delicious D^s Amigos, from the royal 
manufactery’of Seville—lor we love to be 
particular in the * smallest matters that 
relate to great events—luUed into a deli¬ 
cious. dream by the aromatic narcotic— 
thinking of Mrs. Sparkleton, and what a 
very, veiy handsome woman she Was, and 
how her brilliant eyes Avould light to 
welcome him in Paris that evening—his 
lordship seemed^ to common observers, to 
be reading a newspaper Avhich he held in 
his hand—neithe.r can we absolutely de¬ 
clare that he was not-^-his eye was cer¬ 
tainly running down the columns—only 
he did not take the least notice of what 
he read. It vftis no gi'cat Avonder, per- 
'haps: he Avas looking over some letter 
from a foreign coiirespondent, on foreign 
politics, and. his lordship took little in¬ 
terest even in •domestic oftes, though he 
often voted on them. Still, the article 
wa« headed Paris, and that r&ther attracted 
his attention—only dreamily, hoAvcver— 
until suddenly he gave a very natural 
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start, let Ids cigar fall, and clutched the 
newspaper almost to his ey^s to read 
again the following miAer‘unexpected 
announcement! 

“ The great talk in English circles just 
at present, is about a marriage T^ich 
came off yesterday at rthe Embassy, in 
the grandest style imaginable. It has 
been so long on the tapis, that it will not 
surprise the fashionable world of London 
to hear that yesterday, ill the cliapel of 
the Embassy, by special licence, were 
muted in the* holy bonds of matrimony,, 
the Right Honoupble Viscount DeviUe, 
and the Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton, of 

Longacres, in the county of*-, ividow 

<rf the late Colonel Sparkleton, of the 
Guards, sixth and youngest daughter of 
the late Right Honourable Baron St. 
Alwyn,* and granddaughter pf the Duke 
of —<—. The'celebrity of both parties 
in political and fashionable circles made 
the event remarkable, and we have rartly 
seed so distinguished a congregation 
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assembled as on the occasion. His Excel¬ 
lency gave 4he bride away, and a large 
party partook of a splendid dejeuner with 
the noble bride and bridegroom, after 
which the happy pair started to spend the 
honeymoon at a charming viUa belonging 
to the late Colonel Sparkleton, at Chan- 
tiUy.” 

This was too circumstantial a narrg,tive 
to be doubted; Lord Eitzhauton was' 
positive he hcloT a neAvspaper in his hand 
of established authenticity in chronology 
of the kind; at least he had xcver believed 
it capable of inventioi^ before—and un¬ 
doubtedly there was a certain aggregate 
of type and paper united under the usual 
heading beneafh his gaze. Nevertheless 
he disbelieved in his own eyes, in the 
paper, in the typo^ in the narrative, and 
iTi himself, for nearly a f ouple of minutes. 
Then he looked again, sfhd again,* and 
again, and stiU the article Avas there. 
TSen he whistled, and walked to the 
■windoAv, and satisfied himself that people 
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were moving about in a quiet, orderly 
manner, without any of the ^iinible and 
confusion of a dream. Thdn he Avalkcd 
to a mirror and satisfied himself of his 
OAvn identity. Then he took the paper 
and read the article over three times more, 
and tried to persuade “himself that the 
names AVCrc different, that it was not 
the Right Honourable Viscoimt and the 
‘Honourable Mrs. Sparklcton who Avere 
united, as the paper averi^jd, in the holy 
bonds of matrimony. Then he dashed 
the paper down, and called himself the 
following names, f>mitting all his here¬ 
ditary titles and distinctions: “ Fool, ass, 
booby, simpleton!—to belie>=e a woman, 
to trust in a woman!—Inexpressible ass, 
unutterable fool! But it can’t be! She 
wouldn’t dare!—I’ll run to DeAulle’s this 
instant,'and see if he is not at home!” 

Ho-clutched tip his hat, find Avas about 
to sally forth furiously on this fruitful 
enterprise, Avhen two visitors entering cat 
short his progress. AJtd to cpoaati his 
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misfortunes those two visitors w'ere his 
wife and hej* mother! 

Both were in tears, both in disordered 
array, shorn of their usual splendours— 
and Lady Fitzhauton threw herself into 
her ,husl)and’s arms, in spite of all his 
attempts to avoid jfche affecting ceremonial, 
while Mrs. Gullibull sobbed and wept 
aloud like the bubbling of a whale sinking 
transfixed with harpoons in the Arcti5 
Seas! The ooiy comparison we can find 
of sufficient grandeur to display all the 
energy of her effusion. 

“ 0, my dear Fitzhauton! my own, 
o-wn husband! you’U forgive me this one 
little time, wpn’t you, and I’ll never doubt 
you again ? F see it was all that wicked 
Deville trying to set me against you!” 
sobbed her ladyship, strenuously imitating 
the admired simile of the vine round the 
elm. 

“Look how that cigar’s burning the 
c«rpet!—But she’s come-back never to 
leave you no more, on no accouJit!” 
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ejaculated Mrs. GullibuU. “And I’ve 
oome, too, for a ’sylum fr(»n my own 
house and home, for the bailiff* are in it, 
and John’s made a regtdar smash, and we 
are all ruined, and I must stay here or go 
to the Refuge of the Destitute, oi the 
Workhouse, for I’ll never sit where that 
Girdiron*s master ; and besides, they’ll 
tickpt my very bed before they’ve done! ” 

“ It is in the Gazette to-day!—Look, dear 
Charles, poor papa is in ‘the Gazette to¬ 
day !” said Lady Fitzhauton, stUl Aveeping 
profoundly, asid handing, a paper, which 
Lord Fitzhauton had not yet seen, to his 
lordship. 

She thought that Fitzhmton sought 
with those arid eyes and trbmbling fingers 
for the Gazette of the day. She ascribed 
it-to the disorder of his spirits when she 
saw that he turned to the .births, maf- 
riages, and deaths instekd! But she 
changed her opinion, when in a moment, 
with a face livad with rage and despaiir, 
he exclaimed: “ Aiid have you the impu* 
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<lence, Lady Fitzhauton, after your ab^d 
behaviour with Lord Devillc—after yoiir 
absurd sfccifsations against him and Mrs. 
Sparkleton—lookliere, madam—after this! 

•—On the 13th ultimo, in the chapel of 
'theJBiitish Embassy, at Paris, the Right 
Honourable — th«e Right Honour^jle — 
the Right Honourable—read it yourself, 
madam!—You and your mother may 
stay in the house if you like, but I’ll not 
And out accoitlingly he flung. 

On the same day, and about the same 
hour. Charity Green Avas, seated at her 
usual place in the bj^aai”, at work, with 
her usual quiet, reflective face. Miss 
Dishnap wa^ finishing the embroidery of 
a little scarJfct coat, and enjoying her 
favourite recreation—listening to the tune 
of “ She is far ft-oni the land Avhere her 
‘young hci’O sleeps,” exquisitely per¬ 
formed on the little musical box, ,which 
had belonged to her own departed be¬ 
trothed, and which he hj^d manufiictured 
himself, for he had a mechanical j^nius 
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as'well as one for his profession. The 
sweet, melancholy notes foUoAved each 
other like driblets of harinoliioBiS water, 
so clearly and liquidly pui’e. The two 
friends were evidently I'econciled. In 
fact, Miss Dishnap had nearly cried, her- 
eyes ont over the success of her resolute 
refusal of the privileges of the entree of 
her cottage to Chaidty Green. She spent 
the whole day in seeking for her in every 
place hut the bazaar, w^iither Charity 
proceeded immediately after her inter¬ 
view with Loijd Deville; and even, in her 
remorse, consentedfjto receive her back to 
hearth and home "without asking any 
questions as to her whereabouts on that 
memorable night, which C^iarity quietly 
assured her she could not possibly explain 
at present. „ 

Thus.were they engaged .when Mr/ 
Bagsljawe’s shadow suddenly fell upon 
both, and raising the little counter, he 
entered the saej^ed inclosure to which he 
had hever yet penetrated, with very little 
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ceremony. lie had on the whitest p'M^ 
sible cravat,^ and he did not look very 
much more CQloured liimself. 

“ Have you seen, the paper this moi’n- 
ing, Charity?—No, you never read it for 
lear it should spoil tlic simplicity of your 
•character? Well, Gullibull, Gullibull*and 
Go, arc hi the Gazette this moigiing!— 
Which was right, you or I, you softcake, 
you?” 

“ You, sii',” sg,id Charity, after tremu¬ 
lously perusing a paragraph in the city 
article, which announced, in tones of con¬ 
sternation, the fall of tjie gi’eat house in 
(|uestion. 

“Well!—but I’ve come for the forfeit 
of iny bond—lyit for my pound of flesh, 
but for my eight stone and upwards, 
which I am sure ^ou must weigh, con- 
fijdering your luxurious style of living 
here! You I’ejnember ;^o^r promise?” 

“ And I wiU keep it,” rejflied Charity, 

will I you are not*in jest!—You 
VOL. III. y 


fiijply. 
“ Y 
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■Kil marry me, after all?” exclaimed Mr. 
^agshawe, breathlessly. 

“Why not?” replied Charity, busily 
plying her work. ' 

“Why not?—Don’t you sec how ter¬ 
ribly ugly I am?—quite a death’s.head 
on a broomstick?” , 

“ No, J positively don’t!” 

. “ That’s because you don’t look at me, 
'•Charity!” replied the retired attorney, 
with vehemence. “ What need you care 
about that lace? Look at your bargain, 
and let it go fo the devil! ” And he tore 
the delicate traceifjy away with a violence 
that destroyed all hope of retrieving the 
pattern. 

“ Well, then, I do look rat you—and I 
don’t see that you are ugly at all, and if 
you reaUy want to marry me. I’ll marry 
you,” s^id Charity, "with great simplicitj* 
of esjpression—,t‘ certainly.^ 

“You are a generous creature, Charity 
—^but, no, I won’t be a horrid old tyraiut 
in & novel, and force a girl to marry me 
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against her will!—I came for anotEfcc 
purpose, Charity,” he continued, with 
energy, a»d yet with an evident struggle. 
“ You may be happy yet!—as that stupid 
organ is grinding out in the street,—and 
it li^i However, you shall have the 
chance, if you think it so. Midas Gulli- 
buU is tiioroughly ruined—a bankrupt 
with his father to-day—and I have bean 
sounding him. I find that he repents'" 
very much of 4iis treatment of you— 
especially since I have told him that you 
have two thousand pounds (jf mine for a 
fortune, and that all n^ property is left 
to you in my wiU, at my death. I pro¬ 
mised I wou^d plead his cause for him, 
since you wouldn’t let me plead my own, 
and so—I have his authority to inform 
you, that—^that ytju may be Mrs. Midas 
GullibuU ai^ day and any hour, you 
please.” 

“ And you—have my authority to 
inform Mr. Midas. GuUiJjuU,” replied 
Charity, without a moment’s pause, “ that 
T 2 
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s\^i intend to be Mrs. Bagshawe this day 
week, 1 can’t possibly accept the honour.” 

“What a huiTy you are ^.u!—You 
want to kill me with goy, that you may 
get ray moiiey,” said Bagshawe, almost 
convulsively. 

you hard loqf, 3 'ou!” replied 
Charity .Green; “ I want to marry you 
immediately, that 1 may have a home and 
house to offer to my poor trade and 
aunt, now they are turned out of their 
own! ” 
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CHAl>TER XIV. 

On that day a formless Infinite of Terr^Jr 
—a myriad-eyed, myriad-handed, air- 
clutching, sky-darkening shadow—a thing 
of doubt and darkness, flickering all over 
with palpitations likl; a troubled sea— 
loomed over the commercial horizon. It 
thickened gradually into palpable obscure, 
which wore\y turns a million-changing 
forms of doubt and fear, until it became 
the steady vision of a tremendous phan-' 
tom—and its name was Panic ! . 

The failure of tile ^ great house of, 
Gullibull, Gullibull and Co., confessedly 
through railway speculations, increased 
the deep feeling of mistrust which had 
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fp^**^some time been gaming ground in the 
public mind, as to the rejility of its 
visionary El Dorado of iron.' it was fol¬ 
lowed by others. Numerous defalcations 
were discovered—false dealings brought to 
light; and the whole gorgeous vision— 
more*baseless than the fabi'ic of a dream— 
dissolved <away, leaving its dupes and vic- 
tinjs gazing at one another, in as much 
J&nazement as the drinking boors in Faust, 
when they imagined they were clutching 
grapes, and found they were only pulling 
at each other’s noses! 

# 4 

Then, indeed, wej/e there “ hurryings to 
and fro,” and “tremblings of distress!” 
Aristocratic vehicles, seldom qx never seen 
eastward of Temple Bar, were now more 
commonly encountered in the city than 
anywhere else. Miss^ Scurmucheon’s 
broughairi was among the earliest; for she' 
, had stjirted a br^'ugham on 'the strength 
of her success in railroad ventures. 
She, the most punctilious of formaHstSf 
forgot that her carriage was to be one of 
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the mourners at a funeral on that 
day, and hijrried down to Mr. Lawless’s 
offices, tc* ascertain the truth, or, as she 
fondly hoped, the falsehood, of the alarm¬ 
ing reports which had reached her. She 
had .been there seven times since she had 
heard the shocking intimation from*Mrs. 
Skinflintz, that Lawless had eloped; had 
always been comforted by his clerk’s 
assurances, that Mr. Lawless was* oni^ 
accidentally out for a few minutes; had 
waited hours for him in vain, three times; 
and being irritated to excess that morning 
by reading the news ct Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
marriage with Lord Deville, in the paper, 
and an alai;mng account of the state ot 
the railway market in a parallel column, 
she was now determined to ascertain the 
truth, and—sell out. 

Miss ^urmucheon was a ^religious 
woman, as w» have often^hown, we^think. 
She had every reason to place confidence 
ki the assurances that the prosperity of 
the reprobate is only of a short and earthly 
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9«ifure. Nevertheless, she was so exces¬ 
sively vexed at Mrs.Sparldetctfi’s mundane 
success, that we are not certain she would 
not greatly have preferred to hear of her 
having effected her utter ruin “ in society,” 
by eloping with Lord Fitzhauton, /3ven 
though involving so destructively the good 
name and fortunes of her 1>eloved nephew. 
She certainly wondered what Providence 
‘6oul(l have been about to permit such 
good luck to such a “ drestdful creature!” 
She must have deceived J^ovd Devillc in 
the most unprincipled manner! If his 
lordship had only cbnsulted her —if he had 
only waited till he heard what people said 
about Mrs. Sparkleton—^if had only 

had some friend to tell hinr'‘that she was 
positively rumed by extravagance and 
speculation—and insteajl of taking a plea¬ 
sure jaivit to the continent, hpd actually' 
fled thither from.h’er credit<?rs 1— 

But there were iriore people ruined 
than Mrs. Sparkleton. Miss Scurmucheon, 
in her way through the city, was a good 
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deal annoyed and detained near*'tfe|: 
Mansion li-suse, by a crowd escorting,a 
prisoner, "^vllb was to be favoured with an 
introduction to tiie Lord Mayor. She 
heard the people say that it was some 
incrfthaHt’s clerk, accused of embezzling 
money, to buy • raihvay shares. ^Lhat 
excited her interest, and she put on her 
spectacles, which she never wore in tlie 
sight of any one if she could help it, t^ 
SCO the justl}*-devoted one pass. And 
liow' amazed Avas Miss Scunnucheou to- 
discover in thp prim, prpcise, elderly*, 
orderly-looking indiVidual, Avho Avas 
hurried past, in the capacity of criminal 
—Messrs. Gullibull and Co.’s head-clerk, 
Mr. KustisaAA^ He avIio had seemed to 
cherish almost a hatred to speculation of 
eA^ery kind, but o^ railway speculation in 
‘paificuhir^Avhose grand endeavouirit had 
always been to prevent «his master, from 
engaging in the perilous game—luid all 
the Avhile been falsifying,his books, and 
embezzling large suras of money, t(f em- 



330 THE GOLD-WOESHIPPEES; 

]>sfk, secretly, in the same delusion! 
Midas Gullibull came after f hiin, in the 
capacity of prosecutor—^by‘ order of the 
assignees, ostensibly, btlt a good deal more 
by suggestion of the rancorous vengeance 
and malignancy which filled his heaisb. 

IVfiss Scurmucheon did not like to see 
this spectacle; it added to her alarms, and 
she ordered her coachman to drive on 
faster, and “not to mind the crowd.” 
Whether that meant to drive over its com¬ 
ponent parts, in case of obstruction, we 
will not evep surmise, concerning a lady 
of sentiments so Christian. But the in¬ 
creased diligence was of bttle use, except 
to reach an unwished-for goal the sooner. 
Miss Sctirmucheon found* her agent’s 
olfices closed, and they had beeii so, a 
neighbour informed her, for two days. 
No one knew whither either Lawless or hiS 
clerk, had gone.;- but perhaps the latter 
yOung gentleman himself, or somebody 
else who desirfid to set inquiring minds 
at r&t on the subject, had written on the 
closed shutters—“ Gene to California!” 



OE, THE DATS WE LIVE IN. 331 

We have now reached a point at whie^ 
it is usual.with novelists in general-7- 
though we lather claim to -ourself the de¬ 
signation of fictitious historian—^to sum 
up with a brief sketch of the concluding 
events of the lives of the heroes and 
heroines they have introduced to the 
reader’s attention. But as we are cotem¬ 
porary with all of ours, the most we 
do to gratify the curiosity we hope to haw 
excited, is to g>ve some account of the pre¬ 
sent position of affairs with such of our 
personages as seem to deserve the dis¬ 
tinction. 

Lord and Lady Fitzhauton have been 
what is technically called “ reconciled^” 
and live togemer as man and wife. How 
that is, let the initiated declare! Miss 
Scurmucheon say^ they live like cat and 
•dog; andnerhaps that may be a jproper 
explanation af the myaterious foym of 
speech above quoted. .^1 we can say is, 
that they live in the same I^ouse; generally 
take dinner together; have been kflown 



332 THE ^OLD-WOESHIPPERS: 

go into the conntiy at the same time; 
apd have two little girls who call one of 
them Papa and the other Mamma. No 
male heir to the family honours has ap¬ 
peared—^which Lady Deville often hears 
with great regret; at least, she often makes 
the inquiry of English people that go to 
Paris, and always seems very sorry; and 
s^s, “Poor things! how grieved Lord 
^’itzhauton must he! Such an ancient 
family as his! But, then,‘•the poor boy— 
if there were one—^would be so ashamed 
of his maternal ancestors!” In fact, things 

* ft ' ® 

ai*e just as -well as xhey are; for although 
the Fitzhauton lineage is very ancient and 
honourable, it is pretty Avell^. knoivn that 
his lordship will leave but ‘iittlc property 
to sustain the dignity of the rank he could 
bequeath. His extravagance has nearly 
carried him through the second and very 
splendid fortuisf' he acquired with his 
wife. 

Lord and Lp.dy Deville reside almost 
constantly at Paris—only occasionally 
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frightened out of it by a revolution or 
when they generally go to some of the 
Oerman capitals. Last year they were 
jdmost driven to England by hnding a re¬ 
volution Avherever they fled from one; but 
so obstinately determined is his lordship 
not to discharge ladyship’s liabilities 
in raihi^ays, that, although exti’emely 
anxious to be at home and to go to Ms 
club as usual, “ he reidly can’t come.’' 
wrote so to a friend the other day. At 
the same time lie don’t much care to leave 
her ladyship in Paris by herself. It almost 
seems as if he were joalfous of her—and yet 
there are malicious people wdio declare 
that they are not at all fond of one another, 
and that l\i Deville has been heard 
to declare, he almost wishes he ’iverq, in 
Colonel Sparkleton’s present place rather 
in that which his demise left vacant. We 
may hoJJPf^hawever, t 5 ^e Lady ^eville 
in London soon—jirobably next season. 
.^Imostallher speculations arcbeingwound 
up under the Railway Abandonmeut»Bill; 
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and 'as she has forfeited an incredible 
number of shares for not paying up the calls 
upon them, it is very likely that she "will 
soon be quite at her ease^ on their account. 

Longacres is sold. The mortgagee, 
Tobias Skinflintz, Esq., is its present pro¬ 
prietor, and his mother is looking forward 
with no .little pride to the prospect of 
se^ng him a Member of Parliament for 
s6me neighbouring village belonging to a 
noble lord who “ owes her g- little money,” 
as soon as the “ dishabUities are removed.” 

Meanwhile Lady Devillc leads a very 
delightful life in Parifc, spending but little 
time at home, or on her noble husband. 
She “rather likes the French way of living. 
One is not bothered with thinking—one 
need only talk,” she said the other day to 
a particular friend, who was inquiring, as 
particulay friends will do, the most dis- ' 
agreeable questicgi he could put—^v^hy she 
did not intend to grace London again with 
her presence occasionally? 

Sh€< is very happy! Lord DeviUe and 
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she lead the most well-bred married* life 
possible, as ^ou might expect from people 
of such fashion and sensibility to appear¬ 
ances. Mademoiselle Florine, indeed, told 
Mrs. Clackmannan’s maid—on a late ex¬ 
cursion of that vigilant invalid to the 
republican metropolis—in strict confi¬ 
dence, oJ? course, that there had .been two 
explosions between them—and only t^TO. 
One was shortly after their marria^, oS. 
receipt of someJ^nteUigence from England 
—about the sale of Longacres, she believed. 
The other took place ab«ut some letter 
which arrived from suifie country, of 
which, with every effort on her part, the 
said Mademoiselle has never yet managed 
to obtain a i\rasal. But she believes it 
was from Lord Fitzhauton, because her 
lady cried nearly half an hour over it, and . 
Lord DeviUe—who found her so engaged 
—declIRsi in Jier hearhi^^hat if e^er the 
viscountess dared (that was his word!) 
dared to receive a letter from “that 
man,” (and who else could he possibly 
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meafi?) see, speak, or cori’espoiid in any 
jnanner wliatever with hinij—-he, Loi’d 
Deville, would leave her eutiyely to him! 

“ But, however,” said Lady Deville, 
with exasj)eration, in jwivate, after she 
had given a solemn promise to that effect, 
“wltbn one goes back to London, one 
can’t help one’s self—one Avill bc sure to 
s<^ him somewhere or another in society!” 
^ Mfss Scurmucheon is so very badly off 
in her pecuniary affiiirs, ,that we might 
be excused if, like the rest of the world, 
we overlooked the fact of her existence. 
She has lost a veiy (.considerable portion 
of an already narrow income by lier 
railway investments, or rather non-invest¬ 
ments; for it is some consf^ation to her 
to find that, owing, to Lawless having 
,run away with her money, instead of 
•embarking it in the'^ shares she had, 
requested, she ^s Mot liable t'b^'Se com¬ 
pletely ruined as a contributor to the 
defalcations of the concerns in question. 
But f^he has a perpetual and potent source 
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of regret in an attendant ciroumsianoo. 
There can he no doubt that the Ivevert'iid 
Gilbart Ruddimac had at one time some 
serious thoughts of offering his hand an^ 
heart to her acceptance. But an expose 
of J;he affaij’s of a certain companj'^ in 
which he knew, her to be connected, 
turned *the current of his affections in 
another dirt^ti'on. 

Still her own misfortunes have not m 
the Iciist diminished the charitable feelings 
Avlxich always animated Miss Scurmucheon. 
She begs with than ever for 

the poor, ?ind perha^i with more success; 
for people do rather compassionate her 
fallen estate, and like to rid themselves 
of her impoiiunities at almost any price. 
We have the comfort to assure our re^uJers 
that she still lives in a manner and in » 
place not altogether unsuited to. licr rank 
in somety—ftn a stfe^t* that h^ been, 
fashionable, and on a hundred a year. 

Where are Alderman and Mrs, Gulli- 


VOL. III. 
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bull?' Both at Mr. BagshaAvc’s, at Cam¬ 
berwell. Tlie alclermjin is only just out 
of the Queen’s Bench, where lie has 
'Expiated the sin of “ reckless trading,” 
us the learned gentleman who liarangued 
against liim not untruly styled the process 
which furnished him with a subject for 
eloquence,rby an imprisonment wliich ha,s 
effe'ctually broken his spirit. Tlie eutei'- 
pil^sing, daring merchant is dead in his 
bosom; and but for Mr®. Bagsliawe’s 
incessant kindness and attentions, the 
outward preso’^feifAdf C^f the once miglity 
aldetnnan would probably be in the same 
predicament. AVe have holies, however, 
and so has Mr. Bagshawe, that he will 
recover his healtli and spiriff’ and resume 
his natural activity in a short time. Per¬ 
haps he may make another fortune before 
he dies. . lie has talked about doing so 
.ever since Mr. B^g^iawe premia, at his 
wife’s entreaty, that he would lend him 
whatever he got for his tliree thousand 

^ t ' 
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pounds, to recommence business. That 
may possibly be five or six hundred 
pounds; and the alderman relates, -witlj^ 
some sparkles of his former genius, that 
he began the vast fortuj^ he lost with 
abo«t as many—minus the hundreds. 

The alderman,* however, is not likely 
to leave what he may again acquire to 
either of hk children. They are cl^n- 
sidered to have behaved rather unhai^ 
somely to him.* At least, he thinks that 
thpy ought to have taken more notice of 
him in hi^misfqrtu^^;* m^as Midas has 
hardly enough to IIto upon himself,^om 
a clerkship lie has iu a breAvery—and as 
Lady Fitzhimton has “ a husband and 
children of Iict own to look to,” we cannot 
see what right he has to coraplainj^£jkl»ey 
have tacitly agrcqjl to cut hirif^ fispe"^ 
daily ^s they both agree—agreeing on 
that point oiily—^that -UAir father most 
bitterly Avronged them in getting ruined 
^ all. 
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It must be allowed that Mrs. GuUibuU 

rather a nuisance in the Bugshawe 
. house, where she takes upoh her still to 
be mistress; is very dictatorial, and suffi¬ 
ciently tedious in dissertations on her 
misfortunes. But Charity Bagshawe has 
such an inexhaustible fount of j)atience 
in her soul—she is so kind, so thoughtful, 
spi’uiiprovokable, that, on th '. Avhole, they 
work on pretty Avell together. Moreover, 
Mrs. Gullibull is very foiJtl of managing 
a house, and Cliarity, on the contrary, 
has taken to'"\ 5 adir.gpind likes to spend 
mdlt of her time wltn Mr. Bugshawe, who 
has communicated his own taste for litera¬ 
ture to her. 

We do not believe they have any 
faw’V. The last time we saw her she 

4< 

“VaisV h'l^/ever, with a pretty numerous 
one. She and Miss Dishnaj), an 4 .two or 
three, other ladies, were Waiting on the 
platfonn of a railway, at a short distance 
from town, wjth a, numerous, band ^f 
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about two hundred female children, be¬ 
longing to « Sunday school, which tliey 
keep and teach among them,^ and whoi^ 
they had taken out on an excursion en 
^nass-e. The cJiildren ^ere all very 
clc.-«ily,tliough mostly veiy poorly dressed, 
and seemed all as happy as they could 
live—sliouting, singing, and hurrahing, 
enough to Jlijghten the fiery horsey <1^ 
were to draw them, if they liad bc^gji 
fashioned of lefs solid materials than wood 


and iron. Charity looked veiy much 
fluttered^ ,and Yei-^^'ucITWleascd—very 


responsible, <md very happy, and so 


as if—whether herself a mother jil^ot— 


that she had found objects on which to 
diffuse the motherly fecliiigs in her gentle 
heart. AVe heard one of the girls 
“ Teacher, teachej! what is 'bT 

’those iron rails?” To wlijph Mr§. Bag- 
shawe replied^ partly to iiSrself and|partly 
to the child—“After all, they are very 
food things!—the effrk^s run omthose, 
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dear, and have brought you out of town, 
tOo breathe the nice sweet^ air of the 
^^ountry so cheaply, that we lire thinking 

^.of bringing you all again n<::vt week_ 

After all, they^ '’.re very good things I” 


anrittiJ'fidirftrdB, Fiiilibrs, 4, cli utdos Owe-x Gurdcn. 






